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Prize  Aavard  Verse 

On  the  hillside,  in  the  distance 

Brightly  outlined  by  the  sun. 

The  trees, 

As  if  ablaze,  are  reaching 

Branches     upward     like     tall 
flames ; 

Falling   leaves,   like   sparks   of 
fire, 

Are  swirling  in  the  air. 

One  would  think  that  he  were 
watching 

A  roaring  forest  fire. 

Grace  McDonough. 
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"She  was  slapping  a  duster  against  the  piazza  rail" 
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YOUNG  BROTHER 

PRIZE  AWARD  STORY 

By  Evelyn  Coose 


a- HAW  was  sick.  He  slouched  on  the  long  window  seat  and  snuffled. 
His  books  lay  untidily  beside  him  and  he  paid  no  attention  to  them  at  all. 
He  stared  unendingly  into  the  hazy  sunlight  that  spelled  mid-October.  David 
Neil  thought  it  was  decidedly  queer  of  his  moon-faced  roommate  to  stare  so 
continually  out  the  window.  He  often  did,  of  course,  but  it  was  a  waste  of 
time  as  there  was  nothing  outside  but  Somerset  School. 

"If  you  don't  study  up  on  your  history,  Fuzzy  will  flunk  you  out,"  he  told 
Shaw. 

Shaw,  plump  and  pink  and  white,  his  round  face  wearing  its  usual  air  of 
half  wonder,  half  bewilderment,  said,  "I  read  it  last  vacation."  (Then  he  had 
a  fit  of  coughing. 

David  felt  more  irritated  than  ever.  Reading  a  dull  book  all  the  holidays 
was  just  the  fool  sort  of  thing  Shaw  would  do.  He  said  sharply,  "You  look 
awful.    You'd  better  go  over  to  the  infirmary." 

Shaw  looked  up.  "You  know,"  he  said,  "it  hurts  me  to  breathe.  And  I 
feel  sort  of  funny."  He  bobbed  helplessly  on  the  window  seat.  David  grasped 
his  arm.    "Come  on,"  he  told  him,  "I'll  walk  you  over." 

Shaw  took  off  his  glasses  and  stuffed  them  into  his  pocket.  His  hands 
moved  uncertainly  and  he  coughed  again  as  he  said,  "Well,  maybe  I'd  better. 
Just  in  case." 

They  came  out  into  the  speckled  sunlight  as  Chapel  clock  stood  at  two 
minutes  of  eleven.  A  gust  of  wind  blew  from  the  far-off  hills,  and  brown 
leaves  were  a  shower  about  them.    Shaw  shivered. 

"See  you  later,"  he  mumbled  and  stepped  through  the  white  door  of  the 
infirmary. 

"S'long,"  said  David,  and  quickened  his  steps.  He'd  have  to  hurry  if  he 
were  to  be  in  Hall  on  time.  Chapel  clock  began  to  strike,  and  a  sharp  feeling 
shot  through  him  that  he  wouldn't  be  seeing  Shaw  again  for  a  long,  long  time. 
It  was  so  sharp  that  for  an  instant  he  thought  of  rushing  back  to  Infirmary. 
He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "Gosh,  he's  always  getting  colds,"  he  told  himself, 
and  hurried  down  the  gravel  path  toward  Hall. 

Beyond  the  hedge,  a  small  figure  stood  on  the  steps  of  Fuzzy's  house  and 
waved  to  him.  He  waved  back,  though  it  was  only  Sally.  She  was  wearing  a 
boy's  shirt,  a  pair  of  brown  jodhpurs,  and,  over  these,  an  apron.  She  was 
slapping  a  duster  against  the  piazza  rail. 

David  didn't  waste  much  thought  on  Sally.  No  one  ever  did.  She  had 
been,  with  her  disordered  head  of  hair,  her  thin,  freckled  face,  her  small, 
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angular  figure,  a  standing  joke  at  Somerset  ever  since  anyone  could  remember. 
That  Fuzzy  should  have  a  daughter  was  funny  enough;  that  the  daughter 
should  be  Sally  was  funnier  still.  Aside  from  keeping  house  for  Fuzzy,  the 
only  other  thing  she  ever  seemed  to  do  was  to  stand  against  the  wall  at  the  few 
school  dances.  Only  Shaw  and  a  few  of  the  older  boys  ever  bothered  to  dance 
with  her  at  all. 

On  the  steps  of  Hall  lounged  Merriam,  big  and  brown,  and  with  bright 
blond  hair  and  blue  eyes;  and  Ward,  dark,  with  his  lip  always  curling  as  if 
he  forever  found  some  hidden  fun  in  things.  They  were  seniors  and,  as  David 
came  up  the  steps,  they  gave  him  a  nod.  He  came  late  into  Fuzzy's  class. 
Fuzzy  was  as  untidy  as  usual;  his  collar  had  come  undone,  his  tie  was  crooked, 
he  had  already  succeeded  in  rumpling  his  thin,  grayish  hair,  and  by  shoving 
one  hand  deep  into  a  pocket  he  had  succeeded  in  disarranging  his  clothing  for 
the  day.  He  was  well  started  now  on  his  same  old  topic — the  greatness  of 
Greece — and  David,  as  always,  found  himself  unwillingly  caught  up  on 
Fuzzy's  racing  tide  of  words. 

David  did  not  listen  long,  however,  but  stretched  out  a  sheet  of  paper  and 
began  to  draw.  Slowly,  as  the  class  went  through  stuttering  recitations,  a  figure- 
began  to  take  shape  on  David's  paper.  There  was  Sally's  nose,  sharper  than 
ever;  there  were  her  legs,  outrageously  lean  and  so  long  they  took  up  half  the 
page.  David  drew  a  suggestion  of  an  apron;  he  dangled  a  duster  in  her  hand. 
Then  he  held  up  his  work  and  admired  the  art. 

"Neil!"  Fuzzy's  voice  cut  in,  "bring  that  up  here." 

David  went  forward  on  unsteady  legs.  It  was  an  awful  drawing,  and  it 
was  particularly  awful  to  have  to  show  it  to  Fuzzy.  His  cheeks  burned  crimson 
as  Fuzzy  took  it  from  his  hands. 

"H'm!"  said  Fuzzy,  unmoved.  "Bad  drawing,  Neil.  Remarkably  bad 
drawing." 

He  stuffed  it  into  his  trousers  pocket  and  said,  "All  right,  Neil,  sit  down. 
Now  Stevens,  try  your  hand  at  paragraph  four." 

Now  he  would  have  to  dance  with  Sally  at  least  three  times  during  the 
holiday  prom,  David  told  himself  as  he  stepped  out  into  the  sun  again.  It 
would  be  necessary,  for  even  though  Fuzzy  might  be  a  funny  old  man  he  was 
also  a  thorough  gentleman. 

The  boy  glanced  down  the  line  of  worn,  brick  Georgian  buildings  that 
ringed  the  yard.  Light  glared  on  the  brass  knob  of  Infirmary's  door.  It  made 
him  think  of  Shaw's  recent  remarks:  that  he  wondered  if  Sally  ever  had  a  good 
time,  that  it  couldn't  be  much  fun  always  keeping  house  for  Fuzzy,  that  Fuzzy 
probably  had  the  finest  library  of  any  assistant  headmaster  in  the  country  while 
Sally  never  seemed  to  have  any  new  clothes. 

History  Four,  when  David  reached  it,  was  a  blur  of  dull  dates,  dim  battles, 
and  the  doings  of  dead  kings.  It  was  nearly  over,  when  a  hand  whisked  across 
his  desk  and  a  piece  of  paper  dropped  into  his  lap.   The  note  was  in  Stevens' 
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handwriting  and  it  read,  "Shaw's  very  sick."  Then  the  gong  clanged  and  it  was 
time  for  lunch.  In  Hall,  their  whole  table  seemed  sunk  in  silence;  even  the 
clank  and  clatter  of  the  dishes  had  a  dismal  sound. 

"It's  nothing  to  be  alarmed  about,  of  course,"  Mr.  Case  was  telling  them 
from  the  head  of  the  table,  "but  Shaw  has  pneumonia."  They  all  stared  at  the 
empty  place  beside  him;  then  they  all  swiftly  looked  away. 

David's  chair  scraped  as  he  rose.  "May  I  be  excused,  sir?"  he  asked.  "I'd 
like  to  run  over  to  Infirmary." 

"Go  ahead,"  said  Mr.  Case,  hoping  he  sounded  cheerful.  "They  won't 
let  you  see  him,  though." 

They  wouldn't,  of  course,  let  him  see  Shaw.  The  school  nurse  only  let 
him  come  into  the  infirmary  hall. 

"It'll  cheer  him  no  end  to  know  you  called,"  she  said,  dismissing  David. 
"Miss  Sally  was  here  to  ask  about  him  a  few  minutes  ago." 

David  walked  away  through  the  watery  sunshine,  to  forget,  most  of  all, 
how  sick  Shaw  must  be.  He  quickened  his  pace  as  he  saw  Robbie  and  Meade 
perched  on  their  particular  corner  of  the  fence.  Aside  from  Shaw,  they  were 
his  very  best  friends. 

"Hullo,  there,"  said  Meade  and  moved  over. 

Meade  was  scowling,  and  David  asked,  "What's  wrong?" 

Robbie  told  him  swiftly,  "You're  just  in  time  for  the  bad  news.  Seniors 
are  tapping  for  OWLS  tomorrow  night,  you  know,  and  not  one  of  us  is  on 
the  list."  That  ought  to  have  been  a  shock,  David  knew,  but  somehow  he  was 
only  half  interested.     He  asked  dully,  "How'd  you  find  out?" 

"Easy  enough,"  said  Robbie.  "I  hear  things.  They  wouldn't  have  me  on 
a  bet,  and  they've  got  a  grudge  against  Meade.  That  lets  us  out,  and  as  for 
you,  you're  out  of  luck,  too.  Ward  doesn't  like  you,  and  Merriam  says  you're 
too  fresh.  If  you  don't  get  down  and  lick  their  boots,  you  don't  get  anywhere. 
You  know  that." 

David  supposed  that  was  so,  but  it  was  a  rather  crude  way  to  put  it.  He 
supposed  he  should  be  indignant  because  he  wasn't  to  be  chosen  for  the  only 
society  the  school  had.     But  he  couldn't  seem  to  put  his  mind  on  it. 

OWLS  was  a  society  at  Somerset  School.  You  made  it  only  during  your 
junior  term,  if  you  made  it  at  all.  David  wished  Robbie  hadn't  told  him  he 
wasn't  going  to  be  tapped.  It  would  take  all  the  sharp  sting  of  excitement  out 
of  tomorrow  night  when  all  the  juniors  would  be  waiting  in  their  rooms. 

Robbie  changed  the  subject.  "MY  father's  coming  up  for  the  Norfolk 
game,"  he  said.    "How  about  your  folks,  Neil?" 

His  brother,  Bill,  would  be  on  hand,  David  guessed. 

"How  about  your  other  brother?"  Robbie  demanded.  "His  name's  Dan, 
isn't  it?    Doesn't  he  ever  come  up  to  see  you?" 

"Well,"  David  told  him  doubtfully,  "he  doesn't  have  much  time.  He's  a 
big  business  man,  you  know." 
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He  slid  down  off  the  fence  feeling  dull,  stale,  and  worried.  "Let's  go  out 
and  kick  a  football  around,"  he  suggested. 

On  the  big,  empty,  brown  football  field  David  felt  better.  As  he  punted 
and  ran  he  tried  to  keep  Shaw  and  the  pneumonia  out  of  his  mind.  For  when 
he  thought  of  Shaw  black  depression  settled  upon  him.  Then  his  thoughts 
turned  to  his  older  brother.  He  didn't  see  much  of  Dan  now,  even  during 
vacations.  It  was  Bill  with  whom  he  lived  in  a  small,  neat  house  in  a  small, 
neat  suburb,  and  it  was  Bill  who  was  always  asking  about  his  studies. 

"Oh,  Neil!"  called  Meade,  puffing  up  the  field.  "Let's  quit.  I'm 
winded."  David  was  dead-tired,  too.  But  being  tired  didn't  change  anything. 
He  was  more  worried  about  Shaw  than  ever. 

The  long  brown  room  was  desperately  lonely  that  evening.  The  window 
seat  seemed  empty  without  Shaw  sprawling  there.  The  whole  room  seemed 
empty.  Outside  Chapel  clock  struck  nine  long  strokes.  Steps  sounded  on  the 
stairs.  Mr.  Case  came  down  the  corridor,  his  face  white  in  the  sharp  light. 
He  walked  unsteadily.  His  hands  fumbled  on  the  knob  of  his  door  before  he 
spoke. 

"I've  just  come  from  Infirmary,"  he  said  harshly.  "I  saw  Shaw."  He 
swung  rhe  door  half  open  and  stood  staring  into  his  dark  room.  "He's  much 
worse."    Then  he  slammed  the  door  behind  him. 

It  was  after  midnight  when  David  saw  him  again.  There  must  have  been 
a  knock  on  the  door,  for  he  was  out  of  bed  standing  on  the  cold  floor,  shiv- 
ering in  a  dull  sort  of  dread  that  held  him  rigid.  The  knock  came  again,  and 
he  knew  what  it  meant.  They  had  come  for  Ward  that  way  when  young  Davis 
had  died  two  years  ago. 

"Neil!"  Mr.  Case  was  calling.  "Open  up.    Telegram  for  you." 

He  opened  the  door  and  a  telegram  was  in  his  hands. 

"No  bad  news,  I  hope,  .Neil,"  Mr.  Case  was  saying  sleepily. 

The  telegram  was  from  his  brother  Bill  and  it  read:  "Dan  killed  in  acci- 
dent.   Stay  at  school.    Will  come  as  soon  as  I  can." 

The  next  morning  David  was  still  stupid  with  sleep  and  he  wondered  dully 
what  had  happened  to  Dan  as  he  went  down  the  stairs.  ^There  would  be,  he 
supposed,  something  in  the  paper.  The  paper  was  being  monopolized  bv 
Robbie  and  Meade,  who  were  bending  over  it  on  the  hall  bench.  David  was 
quite  close  to  them  before  they  noticed  him. 

"Do  you  mind,"  he  asked,  "if  I  take  a  look  at  it?    My  brother,  Dan — " 

The  paper  fell  in  folds  on  the  floor  as  they  stiffly  rose  and  went  out  the 
door.  They  didn't  speak,  David  supposed,  because  they  didn't  want  to  em- 
barrass him  with  sympathy.  He  picked  up  the  front  page;  the  headlines  were 
big  and  black  this  morning,  for  two  men  had  been  killed  in  a  gang  shooting. 
He  was  uninterested  in  that,  but  the  bold  type  of  the  first  paragraph  caught  his 
eye: 
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"Daniel  Neil,  small-time  racketeer,  and  Big  Jim  Sullivan  were  shot  to 
death  in  a  dimly-lighted  doorway  just  off  Broadway  last  night.  They  were  shot 
down  where  they  stood,  by  a  hail  of  bullets  from  a  black  limousine — " 

The  paper  slipped  from  his  hands,  and  all  time  stopped  dead.  Yet  it 
could  not  have  stopped  entirely,  for  somewhere  a  bell  was  ringing  and  he  was 
obeying  its  summons.  He  saw  Meade  cutting  across  the  grass,  and  Meade  saw 
him,  stopped,  gave  him  a  blank  stare,  and  abruptly  turned  his  back. 

As  David  kept  walking,  something  caught  hold  of  his  arm,  and  he  looked 
up  to  find  Fuzzy  striding  along  beside  him.  Fuzzy  was  talking  away  quite  as  if 
nothing  at  all  had  happened.  "About  your  Latin,  Neil,"  he  was  saying. 
"Sometimes  I  think  you  haven't  a  sharp  enough  interest  in  the  period.  You 
must  see  it  all  very  clearly,  you  know." 

David  looked  down  at  his  hand.  The  earth  seemed  a  trifle  steadier,  and 
Fuzzy's  words  didn't  hurt  his  head  at  all. 

"Of  course  you're  excused  from  all  classes  today,"  Fuzzy  added. 
David  went  stiffly  up  the  steps  to  his  dormitory.  Then  he  turned  and  said, 
"Thank  you,  sir."  But  the  sun  was  in  his  eyes,  and  he  couldn't  quite  tell 
whether  Fuzzy  was  still  there  or  not.  He  slouched  into  his  room  and  sat  down 
on  the  couch.  He  could  see  Chapel  clock  quite  plainly.  Dan's  death  was  more 
terrible  than  anything  else.  It  didn't  matter  what  he'd  been  or  done.  He  still 
couldn't  think  of  him  save  as  his  big,  laughing  brother. 

David  felt  that  he  must  leave  school  because  he  couldn't  stand  the  whis- 
pers that  would  follow  him  day  after  day.  He  packed  his  suitcase  and  stole 
down  the  stairs  and  into  the  Yard;  he  sat  down  on  a  stone  bench  and  began 
to  shake  all  over.  He  had  been  there  quite  a  while  when  Sally  came  along. 
She  looked  at  the  suitcase. 

"You  must  have  had  a  pretty  hard  time,"  she  said.  "You  musn't  mind 
so  much,  really.  Practically  nobody  knows  about  it.  Robertson  tried  to  tell 
some  of  the  boys,  and  Merriam  told  him  to  keep  still.  He  didn't  want  to  and 
I'm  afraid  someone  hit  him.    It'll  be  all  right  now." 

She  got  up  and  held  out  her  square,  boyish  hand.  "I'm  going  over  to 
Infirmary,  but  I  don't  think  you'd  better  come.  You're  too  upset.  I'm  glad 
you're  staying. 

"I've  got  to  stay,"  he  told  her  and  picked  up  his  suitcase. 

On  his  way  back  to  his  dormitory  he  met  Merriam. 

"Shaw's  taken  a  turn  for  the  better,"  he  said. 

That  night  Merriam,  Ward  and  the  rest  of  them  ran  across  to  his  room 
and  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder.  Suddenly  everything  was  real  again.  He 
was  made  an  Owl  and  Shaw  was  getting  well. 

When  the  room  was  empty  again,  he  stared  out  where  the  School  dreamed 
in  the  dusk.  He  put  his  head  down  on  the  window  sill  and  his  shoulders 
shook.  Chapel  clock  was  striking  the  quarter  hour  and  the  moon  sent  a  little- 
radiance  into  the  room. 
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Warren  Birch 


Thoughts  at  the  Seashore 

(Honorable  Mention) 

Coming  to  the  seashore, 

I  chanced  to  look  one  day 

On  green  seaweed  and  swooping  gulls, 

On  breaking  waves  and  falling  swells, 

Where  man-made  boats  did  play. 

This  is  the  sea, 

The  open  sea,  the  highway  of  the  world, 
With  galleons  and  clipper  ships, 
With  passenger  and  fighting  ships, 
Their  flags  men  have  unfurled. 

This  is  the  sea, 

The  dangerous  sea,  with  perils  far  and  near, 
With  wrathful  storms  and  unslaked  thirst, 
With  hidden  rocks  and  ships  accurst; 
This  is  what  men  fear. 

This  is  the  sea, 

The  playful  sea,  as  gentle  as  a  dove, 
With  waters  blue  as  turquoises, 
With  swift  and  playful  porpoises; 
This  is  what  men  love. 

This  is  the  sea, 

The  fabled  sea,  with  Neptune  as  its  king, 
With  Davy  Jones  and  water  sprites, 
With  sea  horses  and  Amphitrite; 
About  this  men  do  sing. 

This  is  the  sea, 

The   wealthy   sea,    with   hidden   treasures   deep, 

With  rare  jewels  and  pirate  gold, 

W\*-h  Spanish  wine  and  doubloons  old; 

This  is  what  men  seek. 

This  is  the  sea, 

The  sacred  sea,  the  grave  of  many  a  form, 
Their  coffins,  sunken  ships  they  were, 
Their  tombstones  sunken  treasures  were, 
Their  eulogy,  the  storm, 

Harold  Bertrand 
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-AND  FULL  OF  COMPASSION 

HONORABLE    MENTION 

By  Newton  MacLeod 


&9 


:s;:i:  I       M  :$j 


■hi  i 


HE  alley  lay  dormant 
in  the  winter  twilight, 
benumbed  by  the  first  shades 
of  approaching  night.  Once 
middle-class,  even  respect- 
able, it  had  through  the 
course  of  time  accumulated 
a  down-at-the-heel  look  and 
as  alleys  go  it  was  fast  going. 
The  last  scurrying  shopper, 
bargain-bent,  had  fled;  the 
last  bicycle-straddling  mes- 
senger boy  had  slithered  its 
length  with  crescendo  accom- 
paniment of  bell;  of  business 
men,  utilizing  the  way  to 
save  a  moment  which  then 
was  squandered  on  a  street 
fakir,  there  was  none.  A 
black  gap  between  two  ave- 
nues of  homeward  bound 
workers,  a  fleck  of  tar  on 
gleaming  silver,  the  alley 
was  preparing  for  slumber. 

A  tensed  figure,  hugging 
the  wall  in  the  dark  pool  of 
a  corner,  was  the  sole  inhabi- 
tant of  this  waste.   It  shifted 
i-aui  urowiey  position  and  a  vagrant  shaft 

of  light,  escaping  some  half-hearted  shutter,  illumined  the  features  of  a  young 
man,  showing  a  film  of  determination  losing  a  one-sided  battle  to  ragged  nerves. 
The  same  aimless  ray  revealed  shabby  clothes  and  thread-bare  linen  draping  a 
body  grown  lean  from  the  practise  of  dining  meagerly  upon  a  tightened  belt. 

Explosive  in  its  suddenness,  the  alley  was  populated  by  a  swiftly-moving, 
blue-suited  figure  which  whirled  in  and  drove  toward  the  shadowed  man  who 
now  stood  poised  and  ready.  Then,  still  twenty  feet  distant,  this  second  person 
veered  sharply  to  the  side  and,  prying  a  brick  from  the  pavement,  crammed  a 
mass  of  paper  into  a  hole  which  again  was  lost  with  the  replacement  of  a  stone. 
One  studiedly  careless  move  of  a  foot  swept  over  the  spot  a  protecting  and 
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camouflaging  blanket  of  rubbish  which  was  left  as  though  undisturbed  since 
its  fall  from  the  careless  shovel  of  a  janitor. 

All  this  had  taken  but  a  moment  yet  had  served  to  slump  the  waiting  man 
and,  while  the  other  passed  to  be  lost  at  the  end  of  the  way,  he  stood  unseen 
and  motionless.  Then,  emerging  as  a  coin  flits  into  the  skilled  hands  of  a  con- 
jurer, the  watcher  went  forward  and  lay  bare  the  cache.  Deeply  meditating 
for  fully  five  minutes,  he  stiffened  with  newly  acquired  resolve  and  firmly 
clutching  the  unearthed  papers  he  strode  into  the  lights  of  the  avenue  and, 
like  his  predecessor,  was  soon  lost  to  view. 

The  newspapers,  next  day,  rehashed  the  perennial  tale  of  the  poor  but 
very  honest  man  who,  upon  finding  a  quantity  of  negotiable  bonds,  had  sup- 
pressed temptation  and  had  returned  them  to  their  owner. 

"  'I  just  saw  them  and  picked  them  up,'  calmly  said  Thomas 
Avery  as  he  restored  bonds  worth  $23,000  to  the  brokerage  firm  of 
Howland  and  Dickenson.  Single,  without  family,  and  jobless  for  a 
year,  Mr.  Avery  was  rewarded  with  a  position  in  the  cashier's  depart- 
ment of  the  firm  on  the  strength  of  his  assertion,  'I  was  pretty  good 
in  math  at  high  school.'  " 

As  he  jockied  through  the  revolving  doors  of  the  many-storied  building 
which  housed  the  offices  of  Howland  and  Dickenson,  one  might  have  recognized 
in  the  fortunate  Mr.  Avery  the  same  gentleman  who  had  tenanted  the  shadows 
of  the  alley  not  so  long  ago.  Now,  however,  trimly  suited  and  barbered,  he 
was  very  similar  to  those  other  young  men  who  rose  with  him  in  the  cage  of 
the  elevator.  Fresh  from  six  months  of  intensive  training  in  a  business  school, 
during  which  time  the  grateful  brokers  had  supported  him  in  a  style  to  which 
he  had  been  only  too  glad  to  become  accustomed,  the  young  man  was  qualified 
for  his  simple  office  and  now  entered  the  building  as  an  employee  for  the  first 
time. 

Thomas  reported  directly  to  the  cashier's  department  and  spent  an  un- 
eventful morning  in  becoming  acquainted  with  his  routine  duties.  After 
lunching  alone  amid  the  glittering  nickel  of  a  near-by  creamery,  the 
novice  again  busied  himself  with  the  ledgers.  The  swift  tempo  of  the  sur- 
rounding business  distracted  his  attention,  however,  and  he  poured  questions 
upon  the  worker  who  shared  the  small,  fenced-in  cubicle.  The  mysteries  of 
the  ticker,  the  customers'  rooms,  margin,  pyramiding,  bulls  and  bears  had  been 
lightened  when  his  lecturer  swung  back  with  a  muttered,  "See  the  fellow  just 
coming  in  with  the  leather  folder  looped  to  his  wrist?  That's  Fred  Rollins,  the 
messenger  who  dropped  the  bonds  you  found."  Turning,  Avery  met  the  eyes 
of  a  youth  of  twenty  in  which  a  combination  of  hate  and  fear  flashed  a  defiant 
greeting  which  held  almost  the  force  of  a  physical  blow.  When  the  vaguely 
familiar ..-figure,  clad  in  a  blue  suit,  had  passed,  further  details  were  offered. 
"Fred  was-ca;rryi.jgg;a  consignment  of  bonds  to  our  sub-office,  just  before  closing 

rime.;,;He"'didn't  notice-the  loss  of  the  paper  until  arriving.     His  fine  record, 
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however,  counted  heavily  for  him  and  they  decided  to  overlook  the  accident 
entirely." 

"Doesn't  seem  to  care  much  for  me  though,  does  he?"  was  Avery's  sole, 
dry  comment  as,  slightly  frowning,  he  took  up  his  work. 

This  fact  became  more  and  more  apparent  as  the  days  passed.  The  two 
men  never  spoke,  yet  each  chance  meeting  brought  a  barrage  of  hostile  looks 
and  several  times  Rollins  seemed  on  the  point  of  angrily  confronting  the  new- 
comer. However,  Avery  found  this  affair  the  only  flaw  in  an  existence  of 
absorbing  interest.  Accurate  and  reliable,  his  work  evoked  praise  and  the  man 
was  commended  on  several  occasions. 

Established  in  a  small  room,  not  far  from  the  financial  district,  he  lived 
frugally  with  the  simplest  of  comforts.  As  he  sat  before  a  desk  in  the  brow- 
wrinkling  mood  of  a  letter-writer  one  night  some  two  months  after  his  con- 
nection with  the  brokerage  firm,  the  door  of  his  den  exploded  inwards  and 
Fred  Rollins  appeared.  The  boy  had  worked  himself  to  a  dangerous  pitch  and 
stood  for  a  moment  with  chest  heaving  and  face  working  before  he  flung  at  the 
seated  figure,  "Damn  you,  man!  When  are  you  going  to  tell  them?  I  can't 
stand  it  any  longer!  Why  don't  you  spill  it?  Why  don't  you  tell  them  I'm  a 
thief?  Why  don't  you  have  me  put  in  prison ?  Why  don't  you?  Why  don't 
you? 

The  boy  was  hysterical  now.  He  sank  on  a  chair  and  gave  way  com- 
pletely, wracked  and  torn  by  great  sobs.  The  fierce  storm  of  emotion  subsiding, 
the  story  fell  piece-meal  from  his  lips.  A  trusted  messenger,  he  had  found  the 
lure  of  easy  money  too  great  to  resist.  On  the  spur  of  the  moment  he  had 
decided  to  take  the  bonds  and  rely  on  his  record  and  a  stoutly  maintained  story 
of  loss  to  avert  suspicion.  When  the  papers  were  returned  the  thief  realized 
that  he  had  been  seen  and  yet  he  had  avoided  making  a  break  for  freedom  lest 
he  bring  a  more  severe  penalty  upon  himself.  For  eight  months  he  had  blis- 
tered in  the  white  heat  of  mental  torture,  dreading  the  always  expected  punish- 
ment until,  endurance  snapping,  he  had  determined  to  make  an  end  of  the 
affair. 

This  recital  over,  Avery  sat  in  silence  a  few  moments.  Then  he  began  in  a 
low  voice,  "Just  why  do  you  think  I  was  in  that  alley  in  a  position  to  see  what 
you  did?  Because  I,  myself,  was  about  to  commit  a  crime!  I  was  without 
friends,  jobless,  hungry,  and  desperately  determined  to  hold  you  up.  Having 
noticed  your  habit  of  using  that  particular  alley,  I  was  waiting  for  you  that 
night.  Yet  when  you  threw  honor  away  in  one  careless  moment,  I  was  brought 
up  sharp  and  made  to  do  an  abrupt  about-face.  However,  the  idea  of  peaching 
on  you  for  something  I  just  escaped  doing  has  never  occurred  to  me  and  you 
can  be  very  sure  that  your  secret  is  safe  in  my  hands.  I  rather  think  that  you 
have  punished  yourself  quite  enough." 

(continued  on  page  19) 
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STUDENT  ADVISORY  COUNCIL 

"Has  anyone  any  ideas  on  how  to  improve  our  cafeteria  so  that  it  will 
resemble  a  dining  room  after  third  lunch?"  asks  our  hard-working  president, 
Fred  Brennion.  The  cleanliness  of  the  cafeteria  and  numerous  other  school 
problems  keep  Student  Council  members  occupied  at  each  bi-weekly  meeting. 

Each  year  the  sophomores  are  aided  greatly  by  "The  Handbook,"  a  book 
of  valuable  information  regarding  the  rules  and  regulations  of  the  school. 
The  Council  also  takes  charge  of  "Sophomore  Day,"  the  first  day  of  school 
for  sophomores  only,  and  aids  the  tenth  grade  in  finding  its  way  about  the 
building.  This  day  is  especially  appreciated  by  seniors  and  juniors,  since 
it  gives  them  one  more  day  of  freedom.  Annually  the  Council  handles 
"Open-House  Night",  the  evening  when  pupils  welcome  the  chance  to  show 
their  parents  the  school  and  have  them  meet  the  teachers. 

In  the  Student  Council  group  the  senior  class  is  represented  by  six,  the 
junior  class  by  four,  and  the  sophomore  class  by  two  representatives.  The 
present  members  from  the  two  upper  classes  are:  Fred  Brennion  (President), 
Bertha  Leppanen  (Vice  President),  May  Harvey  (Secretary-Treasurer),  Harold 
Allen,  Priscilla  Baxter,  Joseph  McGroarty,  Peggy  Brown,  John  Bone,  Amelia 
Acebo,  and  Russell  McGuirk.  The  sophomore  members  will  be  elected  in 
January. 

The  club  is  supervised  by  two  members  of  the  faculty,  Miss  Helen  Fit/- 
Gerald  and  Mr.  Herman  Noyes. 

POETRY  CLUB 

Time:     8:15  A.M.  Place:    Homeroom. 

Marion:  You  may  have  my  seat  this  morning,  Jimmie.  I  have  a  Poetry  Club 
meeting. 

Jimmie:  Good  night!  Don't  tell  me  you  joined  that  thing.  I  never  would 
have  thought  it  of  you.    I  can't  quite  picture  you  a  second  Gertrude  Stein. 

Marion:  The  club  isn't  at  all  like  what  you  think.  Miss  Nevins  and  Miss 
Turner  have  charge  of  it.  They  said  that  writing  poetry  wouldn't  be  a 
part  of  the  club  work,  though  we  may  do  it  by  ourselves. 

Jimmie:  Well,  anyway,  I  wouldn't  like  it.  If  you  don't  write  poetry,  what  do 
you  do  ? 

Marion:  Poetry  isn't  only  writing.  There's  a  great  deal  in  the  way  you  read 
it.  At  the  first  meeting  we  heard  a  phonograph  record  of  Vachael  Lindsay 
reading  his  poem,  "The  Congo."  He  sings  and  shouts  and  laughs.  It's 
just  full  of  expression. 

Jimmie:  Say,  if  I  ever  had  to  get  up  and  read  a  poem  with  a  lot  of  expression 
and  gestures,  I'd  keel  over.  That  contest  they  had  last  year  made  me 
shiver. 

(continued  on  page  44) 
Star  Club  and  Poetry  Club  Stories  are  on  page  29 
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THE  MODERN  ULYSSES 

An  Interview  with  Richard  Halliburton 

By 
Donald  McConnell  and  George  Russell 


0_ICHARD  HALLIBURTON'S  answer  to  our  barraging  questions  came  in 
a  soft  pleasant  voice,  with  a  slight  southern  accent. 

"I  ran  away  to  sea  when  I  was  about  your  age,"  he  smiled,  "although  I 
would  not  advise  any  boy  to  do  it  today.  Go  to  college  first — finish  your 
education,  because  you  cannot  really  enjoy  travelling  without  a  proper  histor- 
ical background." 

"When  did  you  make  your  first  literary  effort?" 

"I  was  the  editor  of  the  Lawrenceville  Preparatory  School  newspaper,  and 
the  'Princetonian,'  and  won  several  literary  prizes  while  at  school,  but  before 
the  'Royal  Road  to  Romance,'  all  my  work  was  done  purely  as  a  student,"  re- 
turned the  handsome,  blue-eyed,  and  well-groomed  young  man. 

Writing  a  thousand  words  a  night  in  the  course  of  his  first  trip,  Mr.  Halli- 
burton accumulated  half  a  million  words  in  a  notebook,  which  he  condensed 
into  the  "Royal  Road  to  Romance."  He  smiled  as  he  remarked  that  he  was 
forced  to  take  the  manuscript  for  this  book  to  nine  publishing  companies  before 
it  was  finally  accepted.  When  it  was  published,  "The  Royal  Road,"  sold  five 
hundred  thousand  copies. 

His  latest  literary  effort  is  "Seven  League  Boots,"  in  which  he  describes 
his  journey  over  the  Alps  on  the  back  of  an  elephant,  following  the  trail  of 
Hannibal.  When  we  asked  him  how  he  happened  to  think  of  the  idea,  he 
stated  that  he  just  woke  up  one  morning  (as  is  his  custom)  and  there  it  was! 
He  had  read  about  the  great  Carthaginian  in  his  early  boyhood  and  was  always 
interested  in  him.  The  story  of  this  trip  was  syndicated  in  fifty  papers  all  over 
the  country. 

When  queried  about  his  Hellespont  exploit,  Mr.  Halliburton  laughed. 
"Everyone  from  dowagers  to  their  daughters  have  done  it  since,"  he  said.  "Why, 
even  Vassar  girls  have  come  around  and  told  me  that  I  am  a  poor  swimmer 
because  they  have  crossed  the    Hellespont  in  half  my  time." 

"But  no  Vassar  girl  has  swum  the  Panama  Canal,"  we  defended  (deter- 
mined to  put  Halliburton  in  a  good  light  in  spite  of  himself) . 

He  grinned  engagingly.  "That  will  probably  never  be  done  again.  You 
see,  I  knew  the  governor  at  the  time  and  he  had  two  daughters  who  liked  my 
books.    I  got  permission  from  him  to  swim  through  the  locks." 

Knowing  that  our  readers  (and  incidentally  the  audience  of  about  fifty 
people  who  had  crowded  around  us)  would  be  interested  in  what  the  famous 
adventurer  considered  his  greatest  exploit,  the  one  from  which  he  derived  the 
greatest  pleasure,  we  asked  Mr.  Halliburton  that  question.  But  let  him  tell  it 
in  his  own  words : 

(continued  on  page  27) 
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JEFF'S  SUCCESS 

HONORABLE    MENTION 

By  Ruth  Goldstein 


S3 


ARTHA  gazed  sorrow- 
fully at  Jeff's  counte- 
nance. "Don't  take  it  so 
hard,"  she  said.  "You  haven't 
shown  them  what  you've  got, 
so,  no  wonder  they  refuse  to 
take  chances  on  it."  She  laid 
her  hand  timidly  on  his  arm. 
"You  know,  Jeff,  you  haven't 
seen  Mr.  Barnes  yet,  as  you 
promised  you  would.  You 
were  lucky  to  get  permission 
to  see  him  about  it  at  all- 
She  stopped  at  the  expression 
that  had  crossed  Jeff's  face. 
"Lucky!  You'd  think  I  had 
to  run  after  him  to  get  him 
to  even  look  at  it.  What  I've 
got  here  is  enough  to  make 
him  come  running  after  me, 
and  I'll  keep  it  here  until  he 
does." 

Martha  shook  her  head 
but  said  no  more.  Jeff  just 
didn't  understand  that  you 
had  to  go  after  what  you 
wanted,  these  days.  She  re- 
flected on  the  changes  that 
had   gradually   changed    the 

BarDaia  JJrury 

Jeff  she  had  played  marbles  with  to  this  irritable,  nervous,  "always  right"  young 
man.  Of  course  it  wasn't  his  fault  that  he  had  gotten  in  with  a  crowd  of  rather 
loud  spoken  young  men;  but  now,  with  them  egging  him  on,  the  fact  that  he 
could  not  sell  the  gadget  he  had  invented  as  a  protection  for  men  working  on 
machines  was  everybody's  fault  but  his  own. 

Martha  jumped  up  as  she  noticed  the  time.  Aunt  Edna  would  be  needing 
her  to  help  with  the  supper.  "Good  night,  Jeff,"  she  called  cheerily,  but  he 
didn't  answer. 
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All  that  week  Martha  brooded  on  Jeff's  problem  until  at  last  she  decided 
that  if  Jeff  wouldn't  take  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to  talk  to  Mr.  Barnes, 
she  would.  But  her  faith  in  Jeff's  invention  would  not  be  apt  to  persuade  Mr. 
Barnes  that  it  was  just  what  he  needed.  Mr.  Barnes  was  more  apt  to  think  of 
himself  than  the  safety  of  his  workers  and  this  had  resulted  in  two  tragic 
deaths  in  his  factory  last  spring.  Of  course,  he  had  no  trouble  in  avoiding 
inspection  as  he  practically  put  the  inspector  in  office.  And  then  Martha  hit 
it.  If  she  could  persuade  the  editor  of  their  enterprising  little  newspaper  to 
cooperate  with  her,  together  they  could  bring  those  two  accidents  to  public 
attention.  Mr.  J.  Wellington  Barnes  would  be  so  glad  to  get  a  safety  device 
that  would  get  him  into  public  favor  once  more  that  he  would  surely  give 
Jeff's  invention  a  trial. 

Martha  could  hardly  wait  to  confront  Mr.  Jones,  the  editor  of  the  little 
daily,  with  her  plan.  All  the  hurt  feeling  in  her  heart  at  Jeff's  attitude  van- 
ished as  she  realized  how  soon  he  would  be  himself  again  if  her  plan  worked 
jut.  She  went  to  the  newspaper  office  that  very  afternoon  and  before  she  spoke 
to  Mr.  Jones,  she  looked  up  all  the  material  on  the  deaths  at  Mr.  Barnes' 
factory,  so  that  when  she  asked  him  to  consider  a  series  of  anonymous  articles 
on  that  subject  she  had  good  reasons  why  he  should.  Before  she  finished. 
Martha  realized  she  had  found  a  staunch  ally  and  she  went  home  that  night 
with  a  song  in  her  heart. 

She  didn't  have  much  time  for  Jeff  from  then  on,  Martha  said  to  herself, 
but  then  she  laughed  as  she  realized  that  she  was  spending  every  minute  of  her 
spare  time  for  that  same  ungrateful  person.  Her  articles  had  appeared  each 
night  for  over  a  week  now  and  Mr.  Jones  reported  protests  that  held  a  decided 
note  of  threat  in  them.  But  Martha  begged  him  not  to  let  her  down  until  the 
end  of  her  series.    She  knew  she  must  act  now. 

It  was  with  the  greatest  care  that  Martha  equipped  herself  to  make  sure 
her  last  article  appeared  in  proper  sequence.  But  her  visit  was  not  to  the 
familiar  newspaper  office.  Mr.  J.  Wellington  Barnes  would  thank  his  lucky 
stars  for  a  casual  invitation  to  a  certain  young  inventor  to  "come  in  and  let  me 
look  the  thing  over,"  and  Martha  was  going  to  make  the  most  of  Jeff's  oppor- 
tunity for  him.  She  took  care  to  announce  herself  in  a  way  that  would  gain 
her  admission  to  the  inner  sanctuary  of  the  town's  "benefactor."  She  said, 
"Please  say  a  young  lady  is  here  from  the  'Call'  complaint  department  about  a 
series  of  articles  published  recently,"  and  it  worked. 

Martha  was  not  going  to  keep  him  long,  she  said,  because  they  would 
certainly  agree  on  what  she  had  to  say.    "Won't  you  look  over  this  article  on 
J.  Wellington  Barnes,  Protector  of  the  People's  Safety'?"  she  asked.    He  did, 
a  mystified  look  on  his  face. 

"Why,  this  is  wonderful,  my  dear,  wonderful,"  he  beamed  as  he  read  the 
works  that  told  of  his  new  safety  appliance  for  the  safety  of  his  workers. 
"But,"  and  his  face  took  on  a  harassed  look,  "they  would  never  print  a  story 
like  this.    My  workers  would  denounce  it  as  a  fraud." 
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Deliberately  Martha  folded  her  article  and  put  it  in  her  purse.  "But,  I 
came  to  give  you  the  chance  to  make  that  article  true,"  and  she  told  him  of 
Jeff's  invention,  its  real  worth,  even  if  he  was  not  in  his  present  difficult  posi- 
tion of  proving  his  good  intentions  toward  his  employees.  He  did  not  need 
any  lengthy  explanations  to  persuade  him  to  accept  it;  he  was  even  profusely 
grateful  to  Martha. 

"I  can  never  thank  you  enough  for  giving  me  first  chance  on  it.  I'll  get 
in  touch  with  him  right  away."  Martha  assured  him  Jeff  would  be  willing  to 
listen  to  his  proposition  and  hurried  down  to  the  newspaper  office  to  have  her 
precious  article  printed. 

She  had  done  it!  The  realization  of  her  success  flooded  her  very  being 
with  new  life.  She  wanted  to  run,  sing,  stand  on  a  roof-top  and  shout  the  story 
of  Jeff's  success.  She  stood  fixed  for  a  moment  and  then  in  an  outburst  of  spirit 
she  fled  down  the  street  to  the  little  room  where  Jeff  worked  on  his  experi- 
ments. 

She  flung  open  the  door  and  stepped  into  the  room.  The  sun  was  shining 
overhead,  but  she  didn't  notice  the  dark  cloud  that  threatened  to  overshadow 
the  earth.    She  saw  from  the  glad  light  in  Jeff's  eye  that  he  knew. 

"Isn't  it  wonderful?"  she  breathed. 

"Marvelous,"  he  exulted.  "You  see,  they  did  come  running  after  me.  But 
better  than  that,  I  can  take  that  trip  to  Europe  I've  been  planning  for  so  long." 

Martha  stared  at  him  blindly  for  a  moment  and  then  turned,  pushed  open 
the  door,  and  walked  out.    Overhead  the  storm  broke. 

—AND  FULL  OF  COMPASSION 

(continued  from  page  13) 

These  words  had  a  rejuvenating  effect  upon  Rollins.  Grasping  their  full 
meaning,  he  became  almost  embarrassingly  effusive  in  his  gratitude  and  as  he 
left  he  carried  himself  like  a  man  who,  while  not  quite  confident  of  his  ability 
to  lick  the  world,  is  nevertheless  not  afraid  to  meet  its  battles  bravely. 

Left  alone,  Thomas  Avery  again  bent  to  his  letter  and  scanned  the  already 
formed  lines. 

Dear  Ann, 

Nearly  eight  months  since  our  last  unkept  appointment,  isn't  it? 
I  seem  to  remember  that  my  plan  for  eloping  with  you  and,  inciden- 
tally, with  the  money  you  had  just  inherited  was  about  to  be  carried 
through.  However,  while  I  was  waiting  for  you  in  that  darkened 
alley,  something  happened  to  change  the  entire  course  of  events.  I 
think  it  best  for  both  of  us  if  I  stay  out  of  your  life. 

Without  hesitation  he  flourished  a  signature  to  this  curt  note,  one  other 
than  that  by  which  he  was  now  known,  and  lay  down  his  pen.  The  man  sat 
there,  apparently  in  deep  thought,  as  the  light  faded;  a  strange,  generous 
figure — and  full  of  compassion. 


PAGE  AND  STAGE  CLUB 

Dramatis  Personnae 

Carlton  Crotty  President 

Barbara  Dobbyn  Vice-President 

June  Nelson  Secretary-Treasurer 

Miss  Browne  and  Miss  Call Faculty  Advisers 

Scene:     Board  Meeting  in  Room  108 

Carlton:  We  wish  to  have  an  interesting  program  this  year.  Can't  we  vary 
it  occasionally  by  having  speakers  for  some  of  our  Wednesday  morning 
meetings  ? 

Miss  Browne:  I  think  that  to  have  an  expert  on  both  Stage  Production  and 
Make-Up  come  to  speak  to  us  would  be  something  in  that  direction. 

Carlton:  There's  nothing  the  matter  with  the  Make-Up  around  here  as  far 
as  flavor  is  concerned. 

June:  (looking  at  Carlton)  The  Voice  of  Experience  .  .  .  Are  we  going 
to  giwe  any  plays  in  the  Auditorium  ? 

Miss  Call:  Yes,  we  are  going  to  present  a  Christmas  play  and  perhaps  a 
three-act  play  in  the  evening. 

(continued  on  page  44) 
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TO  NON-CLUB  MEMBERS 

Many  pages  of  this  issue  of  the  Golden  Rod  have  been  devoted  to  the 
numerous  clubs  of  the  school.  A  quick  scanning  of  its  leaves  will  readily 
reveal  the  variety  of  organizations  we  have.  Among  them  there  is  certainly 
at  least  one  which  holds  a  personal  interest  for  you.  Why  not  join  some  clubs 
and  see  what  a  lively  interest  you  will  take  in  school  activities  which  formerly 
meant  so  little  to  you?  Remember  that  in  recent  years  school  has  become  more 
than  an  educational  establishment.    It  is  one  of  the  most  important  of  all 

social  institutions. 

• 

With  reserved  tables  in  our  cafeteria,  we  wonder  if  floor  shows  will  be 
forthcoming. 

• 

Doesn't  it  seem  strange  that  those  individuals  who  are  capable  of  utilizing 
their  vocal  chords  so  successfully  in  the  cafeteria  at  the  shattering  of  a  milk 
bottle  suddenly  become  mute  in  the  cheering  sections  at  a  football  game? 

• 
If  Mr.  Collins  plans  on  a  fire  drill  during  the  soup  hour,  we  earnestly  rec- 
ommend more  and  larger  gongs  to  offset  all  the  competition. 

• 
1936 — the  second  anniversary  of  the  demise  of  the  evil  Nertzies.    Sopho- 
mores and  juniors,  see  your  history  teachers  if  you  are  interested. 

• 
Nothing  is  farther  from  Q.  H.  S.  than  any  radical  forms  of  government. 
Democracy  advanced  and  gained  a  more  firm  position  when  the  suggestion  box 
was  placed  outside  the  office. 

•       •       • 

IN  APPRECIATION 

Miss  Call  has  been  retired  from  Golden  Rod  as  faculty  adviser.  We  could 
use  flowery  language  and  flattering  phrases  at  this  point  to  describe  the  work 
Miss  Call  did  on  the  magazine.  We  could  expatiate  largely  upon  her  capacity 
for  noticing  the  minutest  detail  and  her  ability  to  get  work  out  of  other  people. 
But  why  should  we?  Let  the  magazine  speak  for  itself.  Miss  Call  directed 
the  work  on  five  literary  magazines.  All  of  these  won  the  First  Class  Award 
in  the  Columbia  Scholastic  Press  Association  competition.  Partly  because  of 
this,  merchants  in  the  city  have  seen  fit  to  increase  their  advertising  in  the 
Golden  Rod  by  fifty  per  cent  in  the  last  three  years. 

We  who  worked  with  her  realized  the  midnight  oil  she  burned  in  checking 
and  rechecking,  reading  proof,  and  attending  to  the  million  and  one  things  that 
demanded  her  practiced  hand  and  long  experience. 

For  all  this  we  congratulate  and  thank  you,  Miss  Call.  And  please  don't 
forget  us  entirely. 

Frederic  Just,  Editor  1934-1935. 
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GLEE  CLUB 

Tripping  gaily  up  to  Room  300  every  Tuesday  afternoon  come  the  many 
would-be  Tibbetts  and  Lily  Ponses  of  Quincy  Senior  High.  These  happy 
members  of  the  Glee  Club  all  love  this  very  active  organization.  Every  mem- 
ber is  becoming  economical  these  days  in  order  to  go  to  that  outstanding  event, 
the  Massachusetts  Music  Festival,  which  is  to  be  held  in  Haverhill  in  the  spring. 
The  club  hopes  to  do  as  fine  a  piece  of  work  at  the  Festival  this  year  as  it  did 
at  the  one  held  in  Quincy  last  year. 

Of  course,  all  the  songsters  are  looking  forward  to  their  annual  stage 
production,  this  spring.  In  the  past  years  Glee  Club  has  presented  many 
Gilbert  and  Sullivan  operettas  with  great  success.  The  excellent  production  of 
"Pinafore",  "The  Mikado",  "The  Gondoliers",  and  "The  Pirates  of  Penzance" 
has  inspired  many  new  members  to  join  the  club  and  has  brought  back  many 
of  the  alumni  each  year. 

Glee  Club  members  also  form  a  Chapel  Choir  which  sings  a  response 
and  one  beautiful  hymn  for  the  two  weekly  assemblies.  Many  fine  voices  in 
choirs  and  glee  clubs  throughout  the  city  had  their  first  inspiration  in  the  High 
School  glee  clubs.  Last  year  a  glee  club  from  the  alumni  presented  an  excellent 
concert  with  fine  soloists  from  its  own  rank.  Members  of  the  present  club 
look  forward  to  carrying  out  the  work  in  the  community  that  the  present 
Alumni  Association  has  started. 
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NEWSWRITERS  CLUB 

"There  is  no  thrill  comparable  to  that  of  seeing  one's  name  in  print.  To 
see  it  there  in  our  column  means  work,  work,  and  then  ?)iore  work."  Such 
was  the  gist  of  the  first  meeting  of  faculty  adviser  Mr.  McKeown  and  his 
aspiring  young  reporters  of  the  Newswriters  Club,  and  working  on  the  theory 
that  "Every  cent  and  every  person  in  this  school  is  news"  the  members  of  the 
35-'36  edition  of  the  club  went  to  work  digging. 

The  purpose  of  the  club  is  two-fold;  first,  to  present  to  the  reading  public 
a  comprehensive  idea  of  the  activities  of  the  school;  and  second,  to  train 
students  in  the  art  of  writing  for  publication.  To  further  these  ends,  a  working 
agreement  with  Mr.  Herbert  of  the  Quincy  Patriot  Ledger  has  been  made 
whereby  presentable  articles  are  given  front  page  rating,  thereby  giving  added 
centive  for  membership  in  the  club. 

The  club  arrangement  is  interesting,  if  simple.  It  is  divided  into  three 
departments,  Editorial,  Club,  and  Sports,  each  headed  by  an  Editor  under  whom 
are  several  assistants  acting  in  the  capacity  of  reporters.  These  reporters  run 
down  and  write  up  the  news,  pass  it  to  their  editors,  who  check  it,  and  who  in 
turn  pass  it  to  be  proof-read  and  sent  to  be  printed. 


:23: 


LIBRARY  STAFF 

"Gimmie  one  of  those  red  books,  about  so  big.  It's  for  history.  I  can't 
remember  the  name." 

"Hey  you!    Where  can  I  get  something  about  coral  reefs  and  sponges?" 
"Gee!    I  put  the  wrong  slip  on  the  spindle.    What'llldo?" 
These  requests  are  fired  by  Q.  H.  S.  students  at  the  defenseless  girls  at 
work  behind  the  desk. 

However,  the  staff  members  do  not  spend  all  their  time  trying  to  puzzle 
out  what  a  student  wants;  there  is  other  work  to  be  done.  Before  8:30  piles 
of  books  must  be  carded  and  put  back  on  the  shelves;  all  day,  books  for  class- 
room use  must  be  assembled  and  ready  when  teachers  send  for  them;  shelves 
disarranged  must  be  put  in  order;  new  books  must  be  prepared  for  use.  In 
these  and  many  other  ways  the  library  staff  members  are  very  busy  giving  service 
to  the  school. 

The  staff  of  thirty  members  is  under  the  able  guidance  of  Miss  Edith 
Coulman,  and  its  officers  are  as  follows:  Lillian  Osberg,  president;  Ruth  Lind- 
berg,  vice  president;  Frances  Panepinto,  secretary;  and  Anna  Mae  Baker, 
treasurer.    It  holds  social  meetings  once  a  month. 

The  October  meeting,  given  by  the  seniors,  was  a  get-acquainted  party  for 
new  members.  Book  week  was  celebrated  in  November  and  the  library  staff 
of  North  Quincy  High  School  was  our  guest.  As  is  customary  each  year,  our 
Christmas  party  was  a  reunion  for  the  library  staff  members  who  graduated  the 
previous  June.  This  month  a  tea  was  given  for  the  mothers  of  the  staff 
members.  Future  plans  include  a  visit  to  a  book  publishing  house  and  a  June 
banquet  for  the  seniors. 
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CAMERA  CLUB 

Future  crack  newspaper  photographers,  movie  cameramen,  and  perhaps 
even  inventors  in  the  camera  art  are  starting  their  careers  in  the  Quincy  High 
School  Camera  Club. 

With  the  announcement  that  this  organization  would  beginn  its  third 
season  under  the  supervision  of  Mr.  Buckingham,  about  sixty  seniors,  juniors, 
und  sophomores  made  their  appearance  in  Room  303  on  Wednesday,  October 
2,  for  the  first  meeting.  An  election  took  place  with  the  following  officers 
chosen:  President,  Bertram  Hansen;  Secretary-Treasurer,  Anne  Cuthbertson. 
A  committee  composed  of  Faith  Eddy,  James  Banghart,  and  Jeanne  ShirTfler  has 
been  assigned  the  work  of  planning  the  meetings  and  activities  of  the  club. 
Walter  Green  and  John  Krasinski  are  the  appointed  photographer  and  tech- 
nician respectively. 

Some  of  the  following  meetings  were  devoted  to  lectures  on  the  compo- 
sition of  interesting  pictures  by  Mr.  Buckingham. 

From  the  dues  a  subscription  to  the  "Camera"  is  regularly  voted. 

The  club  was  organized  in  1933  by  Mr.  Buckingham  for  the  purpose  of 
furthering  the  knowledge  and  interest  of  the  students  in  photography.  This 
year  promises  to  be  the  outstanding  year  of  the  Camera  Club's  history.  By 
the  recent  addition  of  a  dark  room,  which  is  located  in  the  science  supply  room, 
the  activities  of  the  club  have  been  increased. 

(The  Camera  Club  hopes  to  be  guest  of  the  South  Shore  Camera  Club,  and 
to  take  part  in  the  exhibit  at  Kingson  Hall  in  which  the  Quincy  High  Camera 
Club  won  second  and  third  prizes  in  1934. 
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GIRLS'  CLUB 

"Oh,  my  eyes!  Where  are  the  forks?  Anybody  want  a  hot-dog?"  Thus, 
with  laughter  and  fun,  the  Girls'  Club  began  its  activities  in  the  fall  with  the 
annual  weenie  roast.  Fingers  and  tongues  were  burned,  the  smoke  had  every- 
one crying,  with  evening  approaching  it  became  very  chilly;  but  little  things 
like  these  were  overlooked  because  everyone  was  having  a  wonderful  time. 

This  year  the  Girls'  Club  has  planned  a  busy  and  productive  year,  and  the 
following  interesting  and  entertaining  programs  have  been  arranged  by  the 
executive  board  with  the  help  of  Miss  Wheeler  and  Miss  Zeller,  faculty 
advisers.  An  address  by  Mr.  Amory  Waite,  Jr.,  chief  radio  operator  on  the  last 
Byrd  expedition  to  Antarctica;  a  demonstrated  talk  on  tennis  by  Mrs.  George 
Wightman,  the  tennis  star;  an  address  by  Miss  Steer,  who  is  an  exchange 
teacher  from  England,  now  teaching  at  Thayer  Academy;  talks  by  Miss 
McHardy  and  Miss  Burke,  of  our  own  faculty.  Among  the  entertainments  are 
a  style  show,  a  musicale,  a  card  party,  and  an  amateur  show. 

At  Thanksgiving  and  Christmas  the  Girls'  Club  cooperated  with  the 
Quincy  Family  Welfare  in  its  drive  for  provisions  for  the  needy  families. 

The  last  meeting  of  the  year  will  be  a  Mothers'  Tea,  at  which  the  new 
officers  will  be  installed  in  a  simple  but  impressive  ceremony. 

Membership  will  be  open  again  in  February  to  any  junior  or  senior  girls 
who  are  interested  in  promoting  good  fellowship  among  the  members  and  in 
being  of  service  to  school  and  community. 

THE  MODERN   ULYSSES 

(continued  from   page    16) 

"That  is  really  hard  to  say.  The  climb  up  Fujiyama  in  winter  (which  has 
never  since  been  duplicated)  and  my  trip  following  the  trail  of  Ulysses  are 
both  outstanding.  I  think  I  enjoyed  most  the  two  years  I  spent  in  the  air,  in 
which  I  flew  across  the  Sahara  desert  to  Timbuctoo.  Of  course  there  is  one 
outstanding  feature  in  each  book." 

By  this  time,  so  completely  absorbed  were  we  in  our  subject  that  we  found 
ourselves  answering  questions  instead  of  asking  them.  Mr.  Halliburton 
evinced  great  interest  in  the  Golden  Rod,  especially  when  we  told  him  of  the 
awards  it  had  received  from  the  Columbia  Scholastic  Press  Association  in  the 
past,  and  advised  high  school  students  to  write  whenever  the  opportunity  pre- 
sented itself. 

As  we  bid  him  adieu,  Mr.  Halliburton  wished  us  luck  and  expressed  him- 
self as  being  sorry  that  he  couldn't  talk  to  us  at  greater  length,  although  we 
had  taken  up  a  good  half-hour  of  his  time.  Having  fallen  completely  under 
the  spell  of  this  magnetic  personality,  we  look  forward  with  keen  anticipation 
to  reading  his  latest  book,  "Seven  League  Boots,"  which  promises  to  surpass  all 
his  others. 
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Date:  8  P.  M.  at 
The  Drug  Store 


Volume  —  LOUD 


DAY  BY   DAY   IN   QUINCY 
HIGH 
September 

4  Greetings,  sophomores! 

5  Good  morning,  dear  teacher. 
October 

4  First  view  of  cheer  leaders. 

5  Brookline  7,   Quincy  0. 

7  Deficiencies — or  did  you  work 
hard? 

18  Seniors  and  sophs  enjoy  talk 
by   Rev.    Mr.    Sawyer. 

19  Victory!       Quincy     7,     Tufts 
J.   V.,   0. 

21     Juniors     and     veterans     hear 
Amory     Waite,     Jr.,     tell     of 
trip   to   Little   America. 
25     Harvest  dance. 
November 

7  Lecture  on  China. 

8  Charles  A.  Hayden,  Norwood 
submaster,  speaks  to  juniors 
and  seniors. 

11     North     14,     Quincy    6 — 'Stew 
bad ! 

14  Parents'    night    of    Education 
Week. 

15  Waterloo!    Report  cards! 

21      and     26     Nine     busloads     to 
"Midsummer  Night's  Dream." 
27     Thanksgiving  vacation  begins. 
December 

2  Back  again. 

3  Dr.  Brewer  Eddy  speaks  on 
Russia. 

9  Tryouts  for  "The  Whole 
Town's  Talking." 

16  Deficiencies.     Again! 

20  Christmas  pageant. 

24  '"Tis    the    day    before    Christ- 
mas and  we  are  let  out." 

25  Merry  Christmas 

January 

1  And  a  happy  New  Year! 

2  Tel'o  again. 
29     Report  cards. 


REVEREND  VICTOR  SAWYER 
LECTURES  ON  ADAMS 

The  school  warmly  welcomed 
Reverend  Victor  Sawyer  on  October 
18,  when  he  presented  to  us  the  life 
of  John  Adams  and  laid  down 
his  reasons  why  both  Adams  and 
Quincy  should  receive  more  credit 
and  attention  from  the  rest  of  the 
world  than  they  do. 

Reverend  Sawyer  is  an  old  friend 
of  Quincy  High  School,  having  ap- 
peared several  times  on  the  plat- 
form previous  to  tin's,  and  his  talk, 
presented  in  his  usual  forceful  and 
vigorous  style,  was  greatly  appre- 
ciated and  well  received  by  his 
audience  of  friends. 


ANNUAL     CHRISTMAS     PLAY 

PRESENTED 

On  December  20,  the  Christmas 
play,  an  annual  presentation  under 
the  direction  of  Miss  Browne  and 
Miss  Call,  was  dramatized  before 
the  school.  The  play  centered 
about  a  man  who  had  quarrelled 
with  his  two  boys  over  some  trivial 
matter  and  had  turned  them  out  of 
his  house,  not  speaking  a  word  to 
them  for  four  years.  On  Christmas 
eve  his  wife  brought  the  matter  to 
his  attention  and  he  sat  thinking  be- 
fore the  fire.  An  image  of  his  boy- 
hood appeared  with  all  the  friends 
of  his  youth  and  he  repented.  He 
sent  for  his  children  and  grandchil- 
dren who  were  only  too  glad  to 
come  to  his  house  and  so  all  was 
forgiven. 

The  part  of  the  stuffy,  stubborn 
old  man  was  remarkably  portrayed 
by  Maynard  Everson,  who  is  mak- 
ing a  name  for  himself  in  high 
school  dramatics.  Sharing  the  spot- 
light with  Everson  was  Genevieve 
Ash  in  the  role  of  the  understanding 
wife,  and  Bernard  Krasner  in  the 
dual  role  of  Everson's  spirit  and  his 
Grandson. 


HARVEST    DANCE    ENJOYED 

Presenting  a  real  Halloween  at- 
mosphere with  orange,  yellow,  and 
black  streamers,  black  cats,  eerie 
skeletons,  and  round-faced  pump- 
kins abounding-  everywhere,  the 
gym  proved  a  fitting  place  for  the 
annual  senior  harvest  dance.  Ap- 
propriately enough,  the  night  was 
Friday,  the  date  October  25.  Ush- 
ers and  ticket  collectors  had  a  busv 
evening;  as  students  and  their 
friends  crowded  onto  the  floor  and 
danced  to  the  melodious  strains  of 
Jimmy   Carmody  and  his  orchestra. 


NORWOOD    SUBMASTER 
RECALLS   ARMISTICE 

Armistice  Day  was  observed  by 
the  school  this  year  when  Mr. 
Charles  A.  Hayden,  submaster  of 
Norwood  High  School,  told  the 
assembled  pupils  of  life  at  home 
during  the  world  war.  "Armistice 
Dav  is  a  day  of  rejoicing,"  said  he. 
"When  the  news  finally  reached  us 
that  peace  had  been  declared,  bells 
were  rung,  schools  let  out,  and  per- 
fect strangers  stopped  to  shake 
hands    on    the    street    and    say    'It's 


over.'  '  Thus  he  pictured  to  us  the 
feelings  of  the  times  and  the  intense 
patriotism  which  was  then  ram] 
pant.  Mr.  Hayden's  talk  was  en-l 
joyed  by  those  present  and  we  sin-l 
cerely  hope  that  we  shall  see  mor^ 
of  him  this  year. 


HERE  AND  THERE  AROUN] 
THE  SCHOOL 

We  wonder  where  Fire-Chief  Mc- 
Groarty  obtained  that  screaming  red 
sweater  that  he  was  sporting  earlier 
in  the  season?  Also,  what  has  be- 
come of  it? 


Will  some  kind  soul  "in  the  know" 
tell  us  how  the  lowly  sophomores 
rate  those  ringside  seats  in  the  or- 
chestra that  they  obtained  during 
one  assembly  while  the  more  noble 
members  of  this  institution,  the 
seniors,  are  placed  high  in  the  bal- 
cony? 

• 

One  of  the  greatest  surprises  of 
the  season,  thus  far,  to  us  scribes 
(ahem)  was  to  see  Mr.  Joe  Barry 
nonchalantly  step  up  onto  the  con- 
ductor's 111*  soap  box  and  lead  the 
Q.  H.  S.  horn-tooters  with  all  the 
finesse,  to  say  nothing  of  the  eclat, 
of  a  Smith  or  a  Sousa.  Congratula- 
tions, Joe,  and  a  bouquet  to  you. 


It  is  interesting  to  note  how  few 
of  our  noble  inhabitants,  yea,  even 
our  young  intellectuals,  really  are 
acquainted  with  the  words  of  our 
national  anthem.  Don't  believe  us? 
Watch  'em  in  some  assembly  and 
see    for    vourself 


We  are  not  in  the  habit  of  offer- 
ing   bouquets    to    teachers,    but    wej 
feel  that  it  is  only  fair  to  point  out! 
that    the     very     enjoyable     pageant) 
presented  on  Open  House  Night  was] 
conceived,   written,  and  directed  by] 
Miss  Carville  of  the  English  faculty. 
She  deserves  a  big  hand. 
• 

One  thing  that  you  may  not  have! 
noticed  about  our  Armistice  Day  j 
speaker,  Mr.  Charles  Hayden,  was 
his  optimism.  He  described  the  de- 
pression in  the  past  tense.  If  we 
could  use  the  same  tense  to  describe 
our  depression  in  football,  we  might 
inspire  next  year's  eleven  to  great- 
heights.     Who  knows? 


Weather:  Fair  Except  For 
Snow,  Rain,  Sleet  and  Hail 


Price  —  ANYTHING  TO  HELP  THE  BOYS 


A  TEST  IN  OBSERVATION,  OR 
"AHA,  WATSON!" 

Recently  we  have  heard  it  said 
that  the  average  high  school  stu- 
dent does  not  rate  high  in  "observa- 
tion." To  test  the  truth  of  this 
statement  we  have  devised  this 
questionnaire  to  act  as  a  check  on 
your  powers  of  observation.  All 
questions  concern  points  of  interest 
around  and  about  the  school  and 
should  present  no  difficulty  to  the 
possessor  of  keen  eyesight.  Score 
ten  for  each  correct  answer,  and  if 
you  pass  this  test,  or  even  rate  a 
fifty,  you  may  consider  yourself  a 
member  of  the  intelligentsia  of  our 
school. 

1.  Give  another  name  for  Room 
109. 

2.  What  well-known  timepiece 
in  this  school  lacks  index  ap- 
paratus? 

3.  Where,  my  friends,  is  Exit  D? 

4.  And  while  we're  on  the  sub- 
ject of  exits,  how  many  exit 
signs  arc  there  in  the  audi- 
torium? > 

5.  George  Washington  attends 
this  school.  Where  may  he 
be  found? 

6.  What  two  pictures  hang  at 
either  side  of  the  middle  glass 
door  in  the  auditorium? 

7.  Where  can  Minerva  be  found? 

8.  What  are  the  words  engraved 
on  the  cornerstone  of  our 
building? 

9.  Where  may  the  "Discobulus" 
be  found? 

10.     Where  can  one  find  a  bust  of 
Lincoln  in  the  high  school? 


LIFE   IN   LITTLE   AMERICA 

On  October  21,  we  gathered  in 
the  auditorium  with  the  full  intent 
and  expectation  of  facing  a  boring, 
sixty-minute  talk  on  exploration  in 
the  Antarctic.  We  had  heard  these 
lectures  before,  and  we  were  pre- 
pared to  listen  to  a  discourse  on  the 
night  life  and  feeding  habits  of  the 
Spermaceti  mammals  (sperm  whales 
to  you)  or  some  such  enlightening 
subject.  Imagine,  then,  our  surprise 
and  joy  when  we  were  entertained 
by  a  real  human  tale  of  Little 
America  related  by  Amory  H. 
Waite,  Jr.,  one  of  our  prominent 
alumni  and  radio  officer  of  the 
Byrd  Antarctic  Expedition.  Mr. 
Waite  held  his  audience  enthralled 
for  a  full  hour  and  a  half  as  he  gave 
a  lively  and  humorous  description  of 


DR.  BREWER  EDDY 
ADDRESSES  SCHOOL 


life  on  the  great  white  waste  and 
closed  his  talk  by  donning  the  full 
outfit  of  an  Antarctic  explorer 
amid  bursts  of  hilarity  from  his 
audience. 


OPEN    HOUSE    NIGHT 
SUCCESSFUL 

Education  Week  was  observed  at 
Quincy  High  School  this  year  when 
hundreds  of  students  and  their  par- 
ents gathered  in  the  auditorium  on 
Open  House  Night,  November  14, 
to  witness  the  presentation  of  a 
pageant  entitled,  "Episodes  in  the 
Educational  History  of  Quincy." 
The  program  opened  with  a  few  re- 
marks by  Fred  Brennion,  President 
of  Student  Advisory  Council,  who 
introduced  our  principal,  Mr.  Col- 
lins. Mr.  Collins  welcomed  the 
parents,  and  explained  the  purpose 
of  Open   House   Night. 

The  first  scene  of  the  pageant  de- 
picted the  reading  of  the  Ordinance 
of  1647  which  provided  for  public 
schools  in  Massachusetts.  The  next 
two  scenes,  "The  Dame  School," 
and  "The  Latin  School,"  were  fea- 
tured by  the  comedy  of  the  sopho- 
more actors  who  stole  the  show  and 
the  fine,  realistic  portrayal,  by  May- 
nard  Everson,  of  Dr.  Benjamin 
Thompson,  the  school  teacher. 
Then  cam°  "The  Granting  of  Land 
bv  John  Adams  for  an  Academy"  in 
which  we  were  astonished  to  learn 
that  the  old,  aristocratic  John 
Adams  was  none  other  than  Ed 
rdadwin.  local  man-about-town  and 
basketball  star.  Two  tableaux  fol- 
lowed, the  first  presenting  a  picture 
of  the  first  high  school,  in  contrast 
to  the  =econd  oortraving  the  activ- 
ities of  the  present  institution.  Both 
scenes  were  extremelv  well  handled 
and  both  evoked  considerable  com- 
ment from  the  audience. 

After  viewing-  the  paeeant,  the 
nsrents  and  dudPs  visited  the  teach- 
ers in  thf'r  rooms  and  were  shown 
several  fine  exhibits  prepared  by 
students  and  teachers. 


Moving  Pictures 
Accompany  Lecture 
on  Russia  of  Today 


Wednesday,  December  3,  marked 
the  appearance  of  one  of  the  best- 
known  travelers  and  lecturers  in  the 
country,  on  our  platform  in  the  per- 
son of  Dr.  Brewer  Eddy,  who  had 
just  returned  from  a  trip  around  the 
world.  On  his  trip,  made  in  the 
company  of  several  people,  includ- 
ing his  brother  Sherwood,  Dr.  Eddy 
took  an  extensive  journey  through 
the  new  Russia.  Upon  being  as- 
sured that  they  would  be  allowed 
to  take  all  the  pictures  that  they 
desired,  the  party  hired  a  profes- 
sional photographer  to  take  moving 
pictures  of  sights  of  interest  on 
their  trip.  The  result  proved  to  be 
worth  the  effort,  and  so  Dr.  Eddy 
brought  them  with  him  when  he 
came  to  speak  to  us. 

Highlighted  in  the  films  was  the 
athletic  demonstration  that  was  put 
on  by  the  youth  of  Russia  in 
the  Red  Square.  Thousands  upon 
thousands  of  young  men  and  wo- 
men paraded  for  hours  in  review  to 
show  that  the  young  Russian  is 
becoming  one  of  the  finest  physical 
specimens   on   the  earth. 

Divorces  are  easy  to  get  in  Rus- 
sia. One  simply  signs  a  card  with 
the  government  clerk,  pays  a  small 
fee,  and  walks  out  of  the  office  a 
free  man  or  woman,  as  the  case 
may  be. 

The  pictures  showed  the  happier 
side  of  life  in  Russia  with  pictures 
of  palaces,  public  parks,  modern 
buildings  and  the  like  predominat- 
ing. According  to  our  speaker,  they 
did  not  present  a  true  picture  of 
Russian  life  today. 

Dr.  Eddy  declared  himself  to  be 
aeainst  Communism  which  he  con- 
siders a  failure  under  the  Soviet 
regime. 


THALIA  CLUB 

If  clubs,  like  individuals,  are  known  by  the  company  they  keep,  then  the 
fame  of  Thalia  Club  should  be  both  widespread  and  lasting.  Thalia's  member- 
ship of  perhaps  ten  years  ago  sounds  like  a  faculty  roll-call;  Miss  Carville, 
Miss  Goodhue,  Miss  Marr,  Miss  DiPanfilo,  Miss  Columbo — to  mention  only  a 
few  of  them — have  lent  their  talents  at  one  time  in  their  school-life  to  Senior 
High  School's  honor  organization. 

Times  have  changed  tremendously  since  Thalia's  sleigh  ride  was  t\he  social 
event  of  the  year,  since  Thalia  girls  added  the  woolen  products  of  their  nimble 
fingers  to  the  huge  supply  sent  overseas  from  1917  to  1919,  and  (much  more 
recently)  since  Miss  Carville  interpreted  Russian  dances  for  the  edification  of 
Thalia  audiences,  but  the  spirit  of  Thalia  remains  unchanged.  The  ideals  of 
school  service,  and  improvement  of  scholarships  are  still  the  motive  forces  of 
the  organization,  and  1935  finds  girls  just  as  eager  to  preserve  them  as  did  1917. 

Despite  the  handicap  of  being  labeled  the  "honor  organization,"  Thalia 
Club  manages  to  have  an  unusually  good  time  discharging  its  duties.  The  fun 
begins  at  initiation  when  awe-struck  juniors  are  admitted  into  the  presence  of 
their  superiors,  and  brooks  no  let-up  until  the  very  last  meeting.  This  capacity 
for  enjoyment  seems  another  heritage  from  past  members,  if  previous  secretaries 
have  told  their  tales  truthfully. 

If  only  because  of  its  distinguished  alumnae,  Thalia  would  be  a  note- 
worthy club;  a  long  record  for  faithful  service  makes  it  a  valuable  club,  and 
capacity  for  enjoyment  insures  an  interesting  club,  which  is,  after  all,  most 
important  if  judged  by  student  criteria. 
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DEBATING  CLUB 

"Will  the  previous  speaker  please  explain  himself?" 

"'To  the  speaker  in  the  lavender  dress  in  the  first  seat,  third  row — " 

"Will  the  meeting  please  come  to  order?"  asks  Mary  Latham  in  her  most 
seductive  voice.  "Mr.  McGroarty,  you  may  continue." 

"Merci  beaucoup,  Mademoiselle.  Miss  Morin,  what  I  am  trying  to  explain 
is  that  the  Debating  Club  is  becoming  one  of  the  most  popular  clubs  in  Quincy 
High  School.  Look  at  the  increase  in  membership.  Why,  even  Fred  Brennion 
manages  to  dash  up  the  stairs  and  down  the  corridor  to  Room  200  every  other 
Thursday  afternoon." 

"Yes,  I  agree  to  that,"  says  Miss  Morin  thoughtfully,  "but  what  is  the 
attraction?" 

"Well,  Quincy  High  School  seems  to  enjoy  a  good  fight,  mental  or  phys- 
ical, and  while  the  football  team  answers  the  physical  requirements  the  Debat- 
ing Club  offers  the  other  kind.  Look  at  the  interscholastic  debates  we  enjoyed 
last  year  and  the  debates  we  have  had  thus  far  this  year.  There,  Miss  Morin, 
you  have  a  fairly  clear  idea  of  the  attraction  that  the  Debating  Club  has  for 
the  student." 

"Madam  Chairman." 

"Mr.  Lee." 

"I  think  the  previous  speaker  has  overlooked  one  point,"  says  Mr.  Lee, 
who  with  Mr.  Noyes  offers  the  necessary  practical  advice.  "He  seems  to  have 
forgotten  that  at  our  regular  meetings  we  enjoy  formal  and  informal  debates. 
When  certain  members  of  the  club  do  not  present  a  prepared  debate,  all  the 
members  take  part  in  an  informal  debate  on  subjects  that  are  of  present  day 
interest." 

"Do  you  see  the  point  of  Debating  Club  now?"  asks  Miss  Latham. 

"I  think  so.  And  with  Mary  Latham,  Joseph  McGroarty,  Margaret  Morin. 
Peggy  Carmody  and  Fred  Brennion  as  officers,  we  have  an  interesting  club." 

STAR  CLUB 

"There  will  be  a  meeting  of  the  Star  Club  at  Third  Hill  at  eight  o'clock 
this  evening." 

This  two-twenty  notice  is  always  sure  to  bring  a  laugh  in  any  homeroom. 
These  nocturnal  meetings,  however,  result  in  the  members  attaining  superior 
knowledge  of  those  celestial  bodies.  Did  you  know  that  the  new  moon  has 
horns  which  always  point  in  the  same  direction  ?  Do  you  know  the  names  of 
the  constellations  which  are  in  view  now? 

Some  meetings  are  held  in  the  afternoon,  at  which  time  Mr.  Thomas  gives 
lectures  on  the  moon,  the  sun,  the  planets,  comets,  and  also  some  famous 
astronomers;  some  talks  are  illustrated  by  excellent  slides.  Other  meetings  are 
held  at  night  when  by  actual  observation  the  club  members  become  acquainted 
with  the  stars.  We  have  joined  the  physiography  classes,  which  are  most 
helpful  in  learning  the  constellations. 
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BRIEFS  ABOUT  ALUMNI 

Eliot  Weil,  class  president  of  J'24,  and  a  Bowdoin  graduate,  has  recently 
been  appointed  Vice  Consul  at  Marseilles,  France. 

Clarence  Nickerson,  ¥'24,  has  received  an  assistant  professorship  and  is 
teaching  at  the  Graduate  School  of  Business  at     Harvard  University. 

After  having  attended  M.  I.  T.,  Richard  Corbett,  J'31,  is  now  studying  at 
the  Pennsylvania  State  College  of  Optometry,  as  is  Robert  Lund  of  J' 34. 

Members  of  Q.  H.  S.  will  be  much  interested  to  know  that  Ruth  Gordon 
one  of  the  actresses  chosen  to  play  in  the  coming  motion  picture  attraction, 
"Ethan  Frome,"  now  being  filmed,  is  an  alumna  of  this  high  school,  Ruth 
Jones,  class  of  1915. 

Simmons  College  has  claimed  a  number  of  our  recent  graduates.  From 
F'34  in  the  sophomore  class  are  Pauline  Wheble  and  Erna  Koss  specializing  in 
nursing,  and  Roberta  Clark,  Margaret  Higginbotham,  Betty  Paragallo,  Pearl 
Williams,  and  Ruth  Cummings.  Among  the  freshmen  are  Marion  Golbranson, 
F'34,  and  Gertrude  Booth,  J' 3 5,  taking  secretarial  courses,  and  Patricia  De 
Varennes,  J' 34,  majoring  in  Home  Economics. 

Among  the  list  of  honor  students  studying  at  Boston  University  are 
Richard  Carlisle  and  Peter  Sullivan  of  F'35. 

Former  students  of  Quincy  High  who  were  interested  in  music  seem  to  have 
been  in  earnest,  for  most  of  them  have  continued  their  study.  Louise  Hatch 
and  Eleanor  Burt  are  at  the  Oberlin  Conservatory  in  Ohio.  Louise  is  majoring 
in  piano  and  Public  School  Music  and  is  studying  voice.  Eleanor  is  studying 
the  violin  and  Public  School  Music.  Paul  Akin  is  teaching  at  the  Faelton  Piano 
School  in  Boston.  Louise  Andrews,  Henry  Paterson,  Tyyne  Peterson,  and 
Sylvia  Knuttunen  are  in  the  orchestra  of  the  Bridgewater  State  Teachers' 
College.  Francis  Tatro  is  taking  a  course  in  Public  School  Music  in  the  New 
England  Conservatory  in  Boston  and  there,  also,  Nancy  Follett  is  studying 
piano.  Last  summer  Wilfred  Tuomikoski  returned  from  Finland  where  he  has 
spent  eight  or  nine  years  in  the  study  of  music.  Dorothy  Coy,  '34,  sings  over 
WEEI  in  a  regular  advertising  program.  Quincy  High  alumni  are  certainly 
music-minded. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  that  many  employees  in  the  Quincy  public  library 
system  are  former  members  of  Q.H.S.,  many  of  them  the  products  of  our 
own  library  staff. 

In  the  Thomas  Crane  Public  Library  are  Virginia  Giles,  J'32;  Margaret 
Hebert,  J'29;  Dorothy  Henrikson,  F'32;  Irene  Ponti,  F'28;  Helene  Hodgkin- 
son,  F'30;  Mrs.  Robert  Francis,  (Viola  Dunkerley,  F'24)  ;  Betty  Keniley,  J'31; 
and  Elizabeth  Keating  and  Edna  Amet,  J'33.  Mary  Mills,  J'33,  is  at  the  Baxter 
branch  in  South  Quincy,  and  Barbara  Hill,  J' 34  is  at  the  Montclair  library.  At 
Norfolk  Downs  is  Doris  Rizzi  of  F'31.  Frances  Raymond  is  branch  librarian  at 
the  Squantum  library,  and  at  Atlantic  is  Carolyn  Kittredge,  J' 30.  Mabel 
Coriati,  J'31,  is  librarian  at  the  General  Palmer  branch. 
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PREMIERE 

A  squad  of  twenty-four  trekked  to  South  Portland,  Maine,  on  September 
23  to  inaugurate  the  football  season.  .The  Down-Easters  were  a  little  too 
strong,  and  amassed  the  sum  of  18  points,  or  one  touchdown  in  each  of  the  first 
three  periods.  A  pass  to  Eddie  Marchant  in  the  last  quarter  netted  a  half-dozen 
for  Quincy,  with  Vincent  Hebert  place-kicking  the  extra  point.  The  final  score 
was  18-7. 

MELROSE  MELANGE 

The  tilt  with  Melrose  scheduled  for  Saturday,  September  28,  was  moved 
over  for  the  following  Monday  due  to  unfavorable  weather  conditions.  The 
delay  did  not  better  the  Blue  and  White  chances  any,  as  they  were  severely 
spanked,  19-0. 

THE  BRAWL  WITH  BROOKLINE 

Quincy  looked  like  a  different  team  at  the  Brookline  High  Field  from  the 
one  at  Melrose  the  previous  week.  The  result  might  well  have  been  reversed 
had  not  a  Blue  and  White  kick  been  blocked  on  her  own  12-yard  line.  Six 
yards  off  tackle  by  Lawlor,  and  then  a  Waldstein-to-Murray  did  the  damage 
that  dealt  the  Quincyites  their  third  defeat,  7-0. 

TAKING  TUFTS 

For  the  first  time  of  the  year  all  of  Jimmy  LeCain's  regulars  were  primed 
for  action,  in  Quincy's  fourth  game.  Place:  Pfaffman  Oval.  Opposition: 
Tuft's  Jayvees.  After  three  consecutive  defeats,  Quincy  was  fighting  mad,  and 
the  additional  confidence  inspired  by  the  return  of  Egan,  Purpura,  and  Lemon 
permeated  the  entire  squad,  as  well  as  the  throng  of  ardent  supporters  about 
the  gridiron. 

All  afternoon  Frankie  Purpura  slashed  and  barged  his  way  through  the 
Tufts  line.  Then  on  Tufts'  25-yard  stripe  he  broke  through  for  seven  yards, 
then  eight  more.  A  five-yard  penalty  inflicted  on  the  visitors  set  the  ball  on 
their  five-yard  line.  The  next  Quincy  move  saw  Purpura  charging  toward  the 
center  of  the  line.  Everyone  flocked  over  there.  The  coveted  pigskin,  how- 
ever, had  been  lateralled  to  wee  Herbie  Lemon,  who  darted  around  right  end 
for  a  touchdown!  Mike  Franchuk's  neat  kick  produced  the  7-0  score  which 
stood  throughout  the  remaining  two  periods. 

NIPPED  BY  NEWTON 

Flushed  with  their  recent  conquest  of  Tufts  Jayvees,  Quincy  invades  mag- 
nificent Dickinson  Stadium  to  battle  the  sons  of  Newton.  A  stormy  horde  of 
Granite  City  enthusiasts  are  on  hand,  ready  to  lend  their  vocal  support. 

The  embroglio  is  in  progress  but  a  short  time  when  MacLeod,  Newton 
right  half,  gets  off  a  towering  punt  which  the  Quincy  safety  man  fumbles, 
allowing  Newton  to  gain  possession  of  the  ball  uncomfortably  close  to  the 
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last  Blue  and  White  stripe.  A  flat  pass  is  effective  and  immediately  after, 
Thompson  plunges  over  for  a  touchdown.  MacLeod's  accurate  boot  appends 
the  extra  point. 

The  Garden  City  margin  is  augmented  by  a  safety.  Then,  on  the  heels  of 
a  cleverly-executed  screen  pass,  Newton  lines  up,  a  scant  three  yards  from  their 
second  touchdown.  Four  downs  are  required,  though,  before  the  fighting  Quincy 
line  gives  way,  Reardon  smashing  through.  The  first  half  ends  with  Newton 
ahead,  15-0. 

Quincy  makes  her  opponent  worry  plenty  in  the  second  half  as  she  con- 
stantly threatens  to  roll  up  a  score,  only  to  have  the  Newton  defense  tighten  at 
each  critical  moment.  During  one  particular  Quincy  drive  John  Egan  is  hit 
v/ith  terrific  force,  and  the  pigskin  escapes  his  grasp.  In  the  ensuing  riot,  Mike 
Franchuk  recovers.  The  three  thousand  spectators  are  then  the  startled  wit- 
nesses of  a  gratuitous  Egan-Franchuk  version  of  "It  Happened  One  Night"  as 
Johnny  ardently  plants  a  soggy  kiss  on  Mike's  downy  cheek. 

Now  the  Blue  and  White  is  making  a  last  attempt  to  break  into  the  scoring 
column.  Franchuk  fades  away  back  and  cuts  loose  with  a  long  pass  fifty  yards 
into  the  Newton  end-zone.  Carella  clutches  at  it,  but  the  ball  grazes  his  finger- 
tips and  falls  to  the  ground.  With  this  gesture  the  game  concludes!  Newton 
1 5-Quincy  0. 

ARTFUL  ARLINGTON 

Arlington  provides  the  opposition  in  Quincy's  seventh  game  of  the  year. 
The  scene  is  the  Arlington  Stadium,  and  the  date  is  November  2.  There  is  an 
unpleasant  suggestion  of  rain  in  the  leaden  clouds  overhead,  but  we  hope  it 
will  be  restrained  for  a  couple  of  hours  at  least. 

Their  aspirations  for  the  state  championship  forgotten  after  two  decisive 
setbacks  in  their  last  two  starts  at  the  capable  hands  of  Fitchburg  and  Maiden, 
the  Arlington  men  are  in  a  pugnacious  mood  today,  while  Quincy  is  fairly 
confident  that  she  will  at  last  strike  her  gait. 

The  spectators  arouse  themselves  to  a  warmer  degree  of  attention  after 
languid  appraisal  of  the  foes  in  practice,  for  Quincy  is  kicking  off.  Bart 
Madden,  the  all-scholastic  back,  snares  the  wobbly  pigskin  and  dashes  up  the 
field.  The  crowd  goes  wild  as  he  eludes  first  one  Quincy  tackier  and  then 
another!  Jackie  Egan  finally  halts  this  deviating  tornado  on  Arlington's  47- 
yard  line.  There  the  Blue  and  White  line  stops  the  enemy  in  their  tracks, 
obliging  them  to  punt. 

On  first  play,  Egan  gains  eight  yards  through  center,  and  the  little  clique 
of  Quincy  fans  feels  sure  that  "we're  gonna  take  'em."     But  excitement  imme 
diately- subsides  for  this  is  merely  a  momentary  flurry.     The  first  period  ends 
without  a  score. 

Arlington  starts  from  the  middle  of  the  field  in  the  second  quarter,  and  it- 
is  with  heavy  hearts  that  we  see  them  march  inexorably  across  the  Blue  and 
White  goal  line.  The  after  point  is  missed.  The  score  favors  the  home  team, 
6-0,  at  the  end  of  the  first  half. 
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Quincy  kicks  off  to  begin  the  second  half.  The  Scarlet  and  Gray  fails  to 
gain  through  the  obdurate  Blue  and  White  line  and  is  compelled  to  punt. 
Quincy,  too,  punts,  or  tries  to.  The  kick  is  blocked;  an  Arlington  man  recovers, 
and  runs  unmolested  the  remaining  ten  yards  for  a  touchdown.  The  extra 
point  is  annexed,  and  now  Quincy  is  thirteen  points  in  arrears. 

Torrents  of  rain  are  mercilessly  descending  now;  raincoats  and  blankets  are 
much  in  evidence. 

A  pretty  forward  pass  from  Madden  to  Oliverio  places  the  ball  deep  in 
Quincy  territory.  Arlington  forfeits  the  ball  on  downs,  and  Quincy  makes  a 
desperate,  but  feeble  pretense  of  punting,  but  the  ball  travels  about  12  yards. 
Then  Madden  drops  back  and  sends  a  long  pass  whirling  down  to  the  isolated 
O'Reilly,  who  romps  the  remaining  few  yards  to  a  score.  Again  Arlington 
boots  over  another  point,  making  the  tally  20-0,  which  prevails  to  the  final 
whistle. 


FOOTBALL 

Last  Row  —  Pinzaro,  Tocchio,  DiFederico,  Lucier,  Pitkanen,  Nugent,  Ross, 
Twiss,  Stewart,  N.  Buckley,  Carter,  Banuk,  White,  Whalen. 

Middle  Row  —  Battista,  Mgr.,  Cingolani,  Lemon,  Hebert,  Wardwell,  Volpe, 
E.  Marchant,  B.  Buckley,  Giachetti,  Egan,  Purpura,  Osborne,  L.  Marchant, 
Coach  LeCain. 

First  Row  —  Sommontes,  Garnett,  Cousins,  Freel,  Menz,  D'Olympio,  Franchuk, 
Carella,  Hassan,  Cook,  Clements,  Swanson,  Mgr. 

Cheerleaders  —  Chisholm,  Walsh,  Gladwin,  Roberts,   Fee. 
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NORTHERN  LIGHTS 

The  third  annual  football  contest  between  Quincy  and  North  is  on  the 
verge  of  explosion.  Quincy  kicks  off,  with  Franchuk  propelling  the  pigskin 
away  down  to  North's  eight-yard  line,  where  quarter-back  Cooke  gathers  it  in 
and  cuts  for  the  right  sideline.  Spotless  interference  clears  the  way  for  him 
and  in  a  few  seconds  he  is  leaving  the  debris,  and,  with  a  spectacular  burst  of 
speed,  flashes  across  the  Quincy  line  for  a  touchdown!  A  92-yard  run,  and  the 
game  has  hardly  begun!  .The  Blue  and  White  supporters  are  stunned  with 
the  suddenness  of  it,  and  in  one  or  two  cases,  even  turn  to  go  home !  Ah,  but 
just  a  minute,  m'dears.  An  alert  official  has  detected  tripping  on  North's  part. 
The  touchdown  is  no  "go"  and  furthermore,  the  Northerners  are  given  a  15- 
yard  penalty.  Quincy  fans  everywhere  breathe  gargantuan  gales  of  relief,  and 
the  players  themselves  acknowledge  this  "break"  and  for  the  remainder  of  the 
half  meet  their  rival's  attack  with  stern  resistance.  Twice  is  the  Red  and  Black 
halted  on  a  march  for  touchdown,  once  on  the  2-yard  line,  and  again  on  the  15. 
On  another  occasion,  Harding  attempts  a  field  goal  from  Quincy's  20-yard 
stripe.  Freel,  brilliant  Quincy  end,  breaks  through  and  batters  the  ball  to  the 
ground,  and,  indeed,  merits  all  the  applause  he  gets. 

The  third  quarter  sees  Quincy  again  booting  off.  North  fumbles,  and  it 
is  our  ball!  The  local  warriors  edge  their  way  a  little  nearer  to  the  19-yard 
line.  There  Egan  tosses  a  short  pass  to  Franchuk  behind  the  line  of  scrimmage. 
Mike  breaks  through  the  left  side  of  the  line  and  continues  on  his  way  to  a 
touchdown !  The  first  Quincy  High  man  ever  to  score  against  North !  And  he 
only  one  as  later  events  prove,  for  the  Northerners  have  now  begun  to  click  off 
yardage  with  heart-rending  regularity,  and  a  score  is  inevitable.  Sure  enough, 
a  Franchuk  kick  is  blocked,  with  Beebe,  North  end,  falling  on  the  ball  for  the 
tying  score,  while  in  the  last  quarter  North  steadily  pushes  over  the  sod  to 
another  score,  Harding  carrying  the  ball  over.  On  each  occasion  he  skillfully 
converts  the  additional  point. 

Quincy  fights  gallantly  to  the  very  end,  but  her  opponent's  strength  is 
overwhelming,  and  the  game  ends:  North  14,  Quincy  6.  The  city  championship 
rests  at  the  Northern  institution  for  another  year. 

GLENNY  GLEANS  ALL 

November  16  found  a  crippled  Quincy  eleven  clashing  with  powerful, 
once-defeated  Fitchburg.  Two  of  Quincy's  main  threats  were  so  hampered  by 
injuries  as  not  even  to  make  the  trip  upstate.  They  were  shifty  Jack  Egan  and 
Stephen  "muscles"  Freel.  Their  absence  was  strongly  felt  and  Fitchburg  piled 
up  25  markers  before  the  third  period  was  over.  Paul  Glenny,  Fitchburg's  left 
halfback,  sparkled  throughout,  scoring  all  25  points. 

Co-captain  Mike  Franchuk  shone  for  the  visitors  with  his  accurate  hurling, 
while  Bill  Osborne  in  the  backfield  and  Tauno  Pitkanen,  making  his  '35  debut 
in  the  line,  also  gave  a  good  account  of  themselves. 
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FINIS 

Two  thousand  yelling,  toe-frozen  Quincy  fans  leap  to  their  collective  feet. 
It  is  the  third  period  of  the  big  game  of  the  year — Quincy  vs.  Brockton.  The 
latter  is  out  in  front  now,  14-0,  but  Coach  Marion  Roberts  introduces  his  varsity 
eleven  without  delay,  as  the  Blue  and  White  forces  suddenly  exhibit  scoring 
tendencies. 

Thus  far,  the  Shoe  City's  scintillating  right  halfback,  Lou  Montgomery, 
has  been  completely  bottled  up,  and  now  Coz,  a  Brockton  back,  punts  from  his 
own  15-yard  stripe.  A  retarding  wind  limits  the  kick  to  about  15  yards,  and 
Quincy  lines  up  on  the  25.  Mike  Franchuk  drops  back  and  whistles  a  pass  to 
Joe  Banuk  for  first  down  on  Brockton's  15.  Two  more  rushes  by  the  Granite 
City  co-captain  advance  the  pigskin  five  yards.  Cingolani  is  thrown  for  a  loss, 
but  Franchuk  carries  to  the  3,  and  then,  to  the  ecstasy  of  Blue  and  White  par- 
tisans, plunges  over  on  a  tackle  play  for  six  hard-earned  markers.  The  third 
period  ends  with  the  scoreboard  reading:  Brockton  14,  Quincy  6. 

The  last  quarter  finds  the  tired  visitors  fighting  tooth  and  nail  in  order  to 
retain  the  14-6  score.  It  must  be  remembered  that  the  Brockton  eleven  in 
there  now  has  just  been  coasting  along  for  a  scant  period  and  a  half,  and  are 
about  to  apply  full  pressure.  It  is  not  until  late  in  the  period  however  that 
Quincy  weakens.  Bob  Andrews  intercepts  a  Franchuk  pass  and  dashes  to  the 
Quincy  21.  Roberts  flits  around  right  end  for  14  more.  A  five-yard  penalty 
for  excess  of  time-outs  elevates  our  hopes  a  trifle,  but  a  Roberts- Woroniscz 
pass  is  completed  for  the  third  Shoe  City  score.  A  heated  debate  takes  place, 
but  the  officials  rule  that  the  Brockton  leader  caught  the  ball  in  the  end  zone 
before  stepping  out  of  bounds.    And  so  Quincy  bows,  20-6. 

SOCCER 

This  fall  was  another  great  one  for  Quincy  High  soccerites,  as  they  waded 
through  nine  more  games  with  only  a  tie  with  North  to  blemish  an  otherwise 
perfect  record.  Frank  Langton,  Jimmy  Chisholm,  and  Capt.  Tom  Stevens 
gave  opposing  goalies  the  jitters  all  year,  figuring  largely  in  the  thirty-eight 
points  rung  up  for  the  Blue  and  White,  while  Goalie  Rigby,  with  the  able 
assistance  of  MacGregor,  McCluskey  and  Pearson,  not  to  mention  several  other 
competent  backs,  limited  alien  forces  to  five-ninths  of  a  goal  per  game. 

A  squad  of  fifteen  made  the  annual  trip  to  Exeter,  New  Hampshire,  on 
October  5,  and  ushered  in  the  season  with  a  sparkling  1-0  victory  over  the 
academicians.     Langton  scored  the  winning  goal. 

Two  successive  wins  over  Maiden  followed,  4-0,  and  5-2.  Then  came  a 
rocky  stretch  in  the  schedule.  The  day  after  the  second  win  over  Maiden,  a 
Saturday  it  was,  the  locals  brought  home  a  4-0  triumph  from  Tilton  Academy. 
At  Medford  on  the  following  Monday  Langton  accumulated  four  goals  as 
Quincy  trounced  Tufts  Freshmen,  5-0.  Three  days  later  came  the  one-all 
engagement  with  our  Northern  cousins.  Langton  tied  up  the  game  on  a 
penalty  kick,  in  the  dying  moments  of  the  fray. 
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Unperturbed  by  popular  opinion  which  declared  this  knot  with  the 
mediocre  Red  and  Black  indicative  of  a  let-down,  the  boys  walked  all  over 
New  Hampton  on  Saturday,  6-1,  and,  on  the  Tuesday  following,  tuned  up  for 
a  last  crack  at  North  by  brushing  aside  an  inexperienced  eleven  from  Wellesley. 

While  Watertown  High  and  New  Bedford  Vocational  battled  it  out  for 
the  state  championship  on  Saturday,  December  7,  a  letter  awaited  the  winner, 
challenging  the  same  to  meet  Quincy,  and  hence  determine  the  rightful  title- 
holder.  Despite  their  fine  record  last  year  under  "Doc"  Whiting,  and  this 
year  with  Horrie  Call  at  the  fore,  the  Quincy  booters  have  been  carefully  over- 
looked when  the  championships  are  played.  Although  it  is  very  doubtful,  we 
may  yet  see  Quincy  in  another  match  this  year. 

Meanwhile,  those  who  will  receive  letters  are:  Tom  Stevens,  Frank 
Langton,  Jimmy  Chisholm,  John  McGregor,  Ernie  Fruzzetti,  Alexander  Watt, 
John  Whalen,  James  McCluskey,  and  Lindsay  Logan,  seniors.  The  juniors 
are:  John  Rigby,  Robert  Pearson,  William  Brown,  and  James  Savage.  The 
class  of  '38  has  one  representative  in  William  Wishart. 


Last  Row  —  Mullin,  Pasqulucci,  Watt,  Fruzzetti,  McCollom,  Ass't   Coach,   Coach 
Call,  White,  Savage,   Pilalas,  McDonald. 

Second  Row  —  Emerson,  Conroy,  McCollom,  McGregor,  Stewart,  Rigby,   Pinel, 
Joyce,  Logan,  Malcolm. 

First    Row  —  Wishart,     McCluskey,     Brown,     Chisholm,     Langton,     Mitchelson, 
Pearson,  Whalen,  Ferguson. 
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CROSS  COUNTRY 

Against  the  blazing  records  of  by-gone  years,  Quincy's  hill  and  dalers  were 
a  bit  unspectacular  this  fall,  although  considerable  new  talent  was  unearthed  to 
combine  with  Captain  Brennion  and  Bob  Quilty,  and  to  enable  them  to  finish 
a  fairly  stiff  schedule  with  only  two  defeats.  Arlington  handed  the  Wilson 
barriers  their  first  setback  in  dual  competition  in  six  years,  avenging  a  narrow 
28-30  verdict  last  year  by  the  decisive  count  of  22-35.  A  very  slim  margin  gave 
victory  to  Northeastern's  freshmen  a  week  later.  In  this  encounter,  Fred 
Brennion  set  a  new  record  for  the  Northeastern  course. 

From  this  point  on,  Quincy  was  out  for  blood  and  swept  three  dual  meets 
with  charming  vigor.  At  Brockton  the  Quilty  brothers,  Grazio,  Cannon,  and 
Brennion  collaborated  to  edge  the  Shoe  City  runners,  24-31. 

Braintree,  always  a  bitter  rival,  fell  next.  Braintree  was  having  a  great 
year,  and  attracted  a  surprising  number  of  spectators.  Coach  Wilson  ran  in  to 
take  a  peek  at  the  record  for  the  local  course  which  was  universally  expected 
to  drop.  Sure  enough.  Fred  Brennion  galloped  smoothly  across  the  finish 
line  in  the  remarkable  time  of  13  minutes  and  33  seconds.  A  third  for  Bob 
Quilty,  and  fifth,  sixth,  and  seventh  for  Grazio,  Shepard,  and  Cannon  in  that 


Standing  —  Geraldi,   Hendrickson,    McArthur,    Henderson,    Coach  Wilson,  Acebo, 

C.  Brennion,  Abbott,  Hart. 
Sitting — -Andrews,  Shepard,  Robert  Quilt}',  F.  Brennion,  Grazio,  Roger  Quilty, 

Gentry,   Biloni. 
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order,  clinched  the  South  Shore  Championship  for  Quincy  High,  22-37. 

A  woefully  weak  Weymouth  squad  was  then  swamped  by  the  perfect 
count  of  15-44.  Thirteen  of  the  first  fifteen  runners  to  finish  wore  the  Blue 
and  White  colors.  This  was  the  only  meet  Fred  Brennion  did  not  compete  in, 
much  to  the  disappointment  of  the  Weymouth  boys  who  wanted  to  see  him  in 
action. 

A  triangular  run  between  Quincy,  Melrose,  and  Tufts  Frosh  was  held  at 
Melrose  over  a  three-mile  course.  Melrose's  captain,  John  Davidson,  led  his 
teammates  to  a  low  score  of  27  points.  Quincy  was  second  with  35,  and  Tufts 
last  with  67. 

The  big  New  England  meet  with  a  starting  field  of  more  than  a  hundred 
found  the  locals  fourth  with  158  points,  the  second  Massachusetts  team  to 
finish.  Coach  Wilson's  proteges  must  have  derived  some  satisfaction  in  seeing 
Arlington  sixth,  and  Melrose  tenth  in  the  team  summaries.  There  was  some 
difficulty  in  deciding  the  order  of  finish,  but  Bob  Quilty,  John  Shepard,  and 
Emilio  Grazio  were  credited  with  twelfth,  thirteenth,  and  fourteenth  respec- 
tively. "Ozzie"  Biloni  and  Albert  Andrews  were  the  other  pair  who  figured 
in  the  scoring. 

Emilio  Grazio  was  the  almost  unanimous  choice  to  captain  the  team  next 
year.  His  first  year  out,  Grazio  did  well  for  himself,  scoring  in  all  but  one 
meet,  coming  in  sixth  at  Melrose,  and,  as  has  been  mentioned  before,  gaining  a 
fourteenth  in  the  New  England  meet,  only  51  seconds  behind  the  winner. 

SPORT  SPECULUM 

That  1-1  tie  with  North  on  October  31  halted  Quincy  High's  soccer  wins 
at  twelve  straight.  This  splurge  originated  in  1934  when  the  Blue  and  White 
eked  out  a  2-1  decision  over  Exeter  in  the  second  game  of  the  season. 

For  the  second  year  in  a  row,  Frank  Langton  led  the  soccerites  offensively 
as  he  chalked  up  16  goals.  Ironically  enough,  the  only  game  in  which  he  failed 
to  produce  a  tally  was  against  Wellesley,  the  easiest  team  on  the  schedule.  In 
the  opening  moments  of  this  encounter,  somebody's  head  clipped  Frank  on 
the  button,  rendering  him  disinclined  for  further  action  that  day. 

The  more  we  think  about  that  football  game  with  Brockton,  the  better 
Quincy  looks.  No  matter  what  they  say,  Brockton  has  one  of  the  best  and 
most  popular  elevens  in  the  state.  In  making  out  their  schedule,  the  Shoe 
City  authorities  have  adopted  the  Notre  Dame  system  of  playing  all  tough 
opponents  from  start  to  finish. 

The  soccer  team  received  its  stiffest  opposition  of  the  year  from  the 
Alumni  eleven  on  Thursday,  September  26.  The  Alumni  was  triumphant,  2-1, 
though  they  were  much  better  than  the  close  score  indcates,  and  held  the  upper 
hand  throughout. 

An  interclass  cross-country  meet  was  run  on  October  25.  Though  Bren- 
nion and  Quilty  were  first  and  second,  respectively,  the  rest  of  the  seniors  were 
too  far  behind  to  prevent  the  juniors  from  winning  with  26  points.     Grazio, 
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Cannon,  Shepard,  Biloni,  and  Acebo  grabbed  the  honors  for  the  '37  class.  The 
sophs  brought  up  in  the  rear  with  60  points,  between  which  the  seniors  were 
sandwiched  with  a  total  of  34. 

In  a  pair  of  fall  track  meets  run  in  regulation  style,  Quincy  swamped 
Milton  twice,  once  at  the  Oval  and  again  at  Milton.  Joe  Nolan  featured  the 
first  contest  with  three  first  places.  Though  it  was  "just  to  give  the  boys  a  little 
practice,"  both  teams  went  at  it  with  real  spring-time  earnestness. 

Reviewing  the  football  season:  Franchuk,  Egan,  Freel,  and  Lemon  were 
featured  with  their  fine  work  in  the  line.  Co-Captain  Orrie  Carella,  though 
playing  his  usual  steady  game  throughout,  did  not  gain  particular  acclaim 
until  the  Brockton  fracas.  Bill  Osborne,  Eddie  Marchant,  Frankie  Purpura, 
Joe  Banuk,  and  Vincent  Hebert  also  had  their  moments  of  glory. 

A  basketball  "clinic"  under  the  direction  of  "Chuck"  Taylor,  well-known 
professional  of  former  years,  was  held  in  the  gym  Tuesday  night,  November 
26.  Before  an  attentive  audience  including  coaches,  players,  and  students  from 
other  nearby  schools,  Mr.  Taylor,  with  the  assistance  of  ten  Quincy  players, 
demonstrated  various  fundamentals  of  basketball  besides  giving  several  val- 
uable tips.  He  has  been  giving  these  exhibitions  since  1929,  he  said,  and 
insisted  that  it  was  not  an  advertisement  but  merely  an  effort  to  promote 
basketball. 

Coach  Bowyer's  sophomore  team,  though  not  weighted  down  with  success, 
had  a  few  outstanding  players  who  should  make  good  first-team  material. 
Most  notable  among  these  were  Broderick  with  his  kicking  and  passing,  Pas- 
cjuale  who  turned  in  some  very  brilliant  runs,  and  Spargo  who  proved  a 
veritable  stone  wall  in  the  line. 

GIRLS'  SPORTS 

Tennis 
Good  shot!  Sorry,  it's  out!  Over  the  fence!  Yes,  you're  right.  It  is  the 
girls  wielding  the  racquet  in  their  annual  fall  inter-class  tournament,  with  a 
dash  and  style  that  no  amount  of  explanation  could  describe.  It  was  only 
after  a  hard  fought  battle  that  the  senior  team,  composed  of  Priscilla  Baxter, 
Ruth  Bissett,  Barbara  Dobbyn,  Muriel  Logan,  Margaret  Morin,  Tyyne  Torvi, 
and  Irma  Wall,  managed  to  come  out  victors  over  an  extremely  promising 
junior  outfit. 

Not  only  did  the  tennis  season  offer  the  regular  matches  this  year  but  also 
something  heretofore  unknown  to  the  Q.  H  S.  girls,  in  the  form  of  instructions 
from  the  well-known  tennis  player,  Mrs.  Wightman,  whose  hints  must  surely 
be  an  asset  to  every  girl  who  has  aspirations  to  be  another  Helen  Wills  Moody. 

Soccer  and  Hockey 
Knowing  little  sophomore:      "I  never  knew  there  was  a  skating  rink  in 
Quincy,  did  you?" 

Aloof  senior:     "What  are  you  talking  about?" 


THE  GOLDEN  ROD 


K.  L.  S.:  "Well,  the  notices  said  that  all  girls  interested  were  to  report 
for  hockey. 

Hockey:  (noun)  an  outdoor  game  played,  not  only  on  ice,  with  a  ball 
and  clubs  curved  at  one  end. 

Despite  the  seeming  ignorance  of  some  the  participants  in  hockey  were 
many  this  season  with  the  seniors  as  masters  of  the  situation  once  more,  cap- 
tained by  Iola  Calderone,  with  Ruth  Lindbergh,  Sadie  Crossley,  Doris  Keefe, 
Ruth  Rappaport,  Claire  Spinney,  Margaret  Patterson,  Eleanor  Weston,  Marie 
Marinelli,  Helen  Carlisle,  Blanche  Holmes,  and  Margaret  Marshall  as  her 
confederates. 

Let  it  never  be  said  that  the  seniors  get  everything — because  the  juniors 
ran  off  with  soccer  laurels  this  year  in  a  spirited  fashion  with  Rita  McManus 
as  pilot  of  the  junior  ship  and  Ruth  Kent,  Ruth  MacDougal,  Virginia  Gross- 
man, Marie  Knuttunen,  Peggy  Carmody,  Mary  Smullen,  Betty  Hartman,  Jennie 
Pompeo,  and  Evelyn  Harcourt  as  her  crew. 

THE  OUTLOOK 

AS  WE  GO  TO  PRESS 

With  nary  a  yester-year  regular  in  sight,  Coach  Jimmy  LeCain's  brow 
becomes  more  furrowed  as  the  initial  basketball  tilt  with  Tufts  Jayvees  draws 
near.  The  opening  bell  brought  nigh  onto  three-score  candidates  scurrying 
down  to  the  gym,  and  now  after  three  weeks'  practice,  the  conglomerate  is 
being  carefully  sifted  to  separate  the  wheat  from  the  chaff.  It  is  too  early  to 
select  the  definite  starting  lineup  but  Coach  LeCain  says  he  is  looking  for  one 
more  outstanding  performer  to  go  with  a  quartet  he  already  has  in  mind.  This 
may  mean  that  Woody  Crimp,  Harry  Appel,  Ed  Gladwin,  Ernest  Fruzzetti,  and 
Mike  Franchuk  will  take  the  floor  against  Tufts  on  December  14.  Hantunen, 
Stevens,  Menz,  B.  Buckley,  DiTullio,  and  Giachetti,  to  mention  a  few,  are 
some  of  the  other  fellows  likely  to  surprise.  So  there  will  be  quite  a  scramble 
with  everyone  fighting  for  the  opportunity  of  representing  the  Blue  and  White 
in  another  Tech  Tournament. 

Financial  difficulties  prevent  the  track  and  field  men  from  getting  into 
action  until  after  the  Christmas  vacation.  Most  of  the  fellows  are  in  good 
condition  right  now,  with  cross-country  and  fall  track  just  over.  Quincy  will 
have  a  more  balanced  squad  than  in  the  last  couple  of  years,  and  is  bound  to 
create  plenty  of  excitement  in  schoolboy  ranks  once  they  get  started.  George 
Russell  and  his  twelve-pound  shot  are  consistently  flirting  with  the  40-foot 
mark.  Julian  Henderson  and  James  Sweeney,  with  a  little  improvement,  will 
strengthen  this  department  considerably.  A  few  dash  men  will  have  to  be 
developed  to  assist  Captain  Joe  Nolan.  A  dearth  of  cross-country  men  are 
expected  to  report  for  the  distance  runs,  making  this  part  of  the  Blue  and  White 
machine  the  main  cog.  Against  Milton  in  two  outdoor  meets  this  fall,  Bren- 
nion,  Henderson,  and  Andrews  looked  good  in  the  four-forty,  while  Eddie- 
Gentry  and  James  Cannon  along  with  Brennion,  made  a  supreme  trio  in  the 
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half-mile.  James  Sweeney  is  back  to  give  some  more  of  his  classy  high-jumping 
exhibitions,  while  Melville  and  Coleman  will  also  bear  watching.  Fine  things 
are  also  expected  from  Lukkarinen,  a  sophomore,  who  leaped  9  feet,  three- 
fourths  of  an  inch  in  the  standing  broad  jump  event  at  Milton. 

More  than  seventy  bare-chested  Tarzans  are  puffing  and  panting  down  at 
the  gym  under  the  expert  guidance  of  Mr.  Anderson.  Captain  Al  Battista,  Bill 
Von  Berg,  Bob  Fallon,  and  Russell  McGuirk  form  the  nucleus  of  this  winter's 
wrestling  team.  John  McGregor  and  Ken  West  are  expected  to  stage  a  gosh- 
awful,  gory,  gruesome  battle  when  they  meet  to  decide  the  proprietorship  of 
the  155  lb.  class.  The  135  lb.  and  145  lb.  divisions  are  undecided,  with  Mike 
Pinzari  and  Dick  Fee  the  veterans  out  to  claim  them. 

The  Old  Colony  league  championship  and  nothing  less,  is  Coach  Ander- 
son's goal  this  time,  and  the  fire  and  vigor  with  which  the  fellows  are  going 
through  their  practices,  bodes  ill  for  the  other  schools.  In  addition  to  the 
league  matches,  an  attempt  is  being  made  to  procure  encounters  with  Andover 
and  Exeter. 

PAGE  AND  STAGE 

(continued  from  page  20) 

Barbara:  I  think  some  of  the  one-act  plays  that  are  going  to  be  presented  in 
Wednesday  club  meeting  shouldn't  be  for    us  alone. 

Miss  Browne:  No,  they  are  not  going  to  be  entirely.  Some  of  the  better  ones 
will  be  presented  in  the  Wednesday  and  Friday  assemblies. 

Carlton:  At  least  there  will  be  no  everlasting  warped  floor-boards  there  to 
retard  the  progress  of  our  Thespians. 

June  :  There  are  some  in  the  Club  who  are  more  interested  in  stage  manage- 
ment and  make-up  than  in  acting.    Will  they  have  to  act  ? 

Miss  Call:     No,  they  can  participate  in  the  things  which  interest  them. 

Carlton:     Does  that  include  dancing  and  vocal  talents? 

Miss  Call:     Yes,  whatever  talents  one  has  we  wish  to  develop. 

Miss  Browne  :    Shall  we  now  adjourn  until  the  next  meeting  ? 

POETRY  CLUB 

(continued  from  page   15) 

Marion:  I  think  we're  going  to  have  another  one  this  year.  I  guess  you  just 
don't  like  poetry.  But  I  think  Choral  Reading  is  going  to  be  very  inter- 
esting when  we  get  started. 

Jimmie:     Choral  Reading!    That's  something  new,  isn't  it? 

Marion:  Yes.  It's  a  group  of  people  reading  a  poem  together.  The  voices 
are  ranged  so  that  they  harmonize.  They  are  arranged  as  in  music — 
according  to  the  pitch  of  the  voice.    Of  course  there  are  solos,  too. 

Jimmie:    Sounds  good.    I'm  tempted  to  join,  just  for  that. 

Marion:  I  hope  you  do  join.  We  need  boys.  The  poems  you  read  are  your 
own  selection. 

Jimmie:    Do  you  think  I  could  come  to  the  meeting? 

Marion:    I  think  so.    Hurry  up  and  get  your  books,  or  we'll  be  late. 
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•  HAY    FEVER  • 


Hemingway  Sissyflit  announces 
the  Strangler  McGuirk-Pinky  Battista 
championship  wrestling  match. 

• 

There's  Many  a  Slip  — 

Myrtle  H.  (giving  report  on  dress 
in  Colonial  times) :  There  were  a 
great  many  hoop  skirts  in  those  days, 
but  they  finally  dropped  off. 

• 

Accident  or  Design? 

P.  Baxter  (after  speaker  had  fin- 
ished) :  As  you  pass  out,  go  to  your 
third  period  class. 

Among  the  people  we  can  do  with- 
out are  those  who  start  a  telephone 
conversation  with  the  words,  "Guess 
who  this  is." 


Why  ''Mac"! 

English  teacher:    What  is  a  meta- 
phor ? 

MacConnell    (under  his  breath)  : 
To  pasture  cows  in,  ya  dope! 


The  site  of  Quincy's  new  stadium 
looks  more  like  a  skating  rink  or 
swimming  pool  than  a  football  field. 
Why  not  breed  trout  there  until 
something  is  done  about  it? 
• 

Another  thing  that  gets  in  our  hair 
is  the  person  who  is  witty  and  insists 
on  telling  us  all  about  it. 
• 
What  Prize? 

Miss    Kelsey:      One    twenty- four 
point  five. 

Atran:     Beano! 
• 
So  Sad! 
Miss  Dawes:      McGroarty  is  ab- 
sent.   We  shall  take  two  minutes  out 
for  weeping. 

• 

Or  Was  It  a  Senior? 

Soph     (reciting    on    library    red 

tape) :    When  you  get  a  library  slip, 

put  the  first  half  on  the  swindle. 

• 

If  you  don't  like  our  jokes,  write 
your  own  in  here. 


Muggs  Muclebulge  broadcasts  the 
Kiddy  Kuddles  bed  time  story. 


THE  GOLDEN   ROD 


HOW  MUCH  DO  YOU  KNOW? 

Check  each  answer  you  think  is  right. 
Score:    15  right         impossible 

12  right         good 

10  right         average 
8  right         lousy 

1.  A  stalemate  is  a: 

Divorced  husband,  term  in  chess,  South  American  plant. 

2.  When  you  want  a  "lift"  you: 

Get  into  an  elevator,  drink  Eno,  smoke  a  Camel. 

3.  If  a  friend  mentioned  a  Rotarian,  you  could  sensibly  say: 

"I  had  one  once,  but  the  wheel  broke." 
"I've  seen  them  through  a  microscope." 
"How  fast  will  it  go?" 
"I'm  a  member  myself." 

4.  One  of  these  is  the  hottest: 

Tobasco,  Mae  West,  Riviera,  Vesuvius,  Sirius. 

5.  One  of  the  following  dunked  Achilles  in  the  Styx: 

Ariadne,  Thetis,  Charon,  Andvari. 

6.  A  member  of  The  Debating  Club  might  be  called: 

A  conveyer,  an  orator,  a  bore,  a  chancellor. 

7.  Select  the  correct  line  following  "The  stag  at  eve  had  drunk  his  fill" 

"And  boy!    Was  he  soused!" 
"When  Jack  and  Jill  went  up  the  hill." 
"Where  danced  the  moon  on  Monan's  rill." 
"And  then  the  waiter  brought  the  bill." 

8.  Gotterdammerung  is: 

A  German  cuss  word,  the  Dutch  minister  to  Switzerland,  a  music- 
drama  by  Wagner,  a  type  of  medieval  architecture. 

9.  To  oscillate  means  to: 

Kiss,  vibrate,  conceal,  blink. 

10.  For  "B.  O."  you  should  use: 

A  shotgun,  potassium  cyanide,  Lifebuoy,  Flit. 

11.  If  a  girl  likes  chickens  she  should  go  to: 

Honolulu,  The  Greenleaf,  Vassar,  Minsky's. 
12      A  pacifier  is  a: 

Highball,  teething  ring,  peace  lover,  sleeping  powder. 

13.  We  associate  lollilops  with  one  of  the  following: 

Shirley  Temple,  Delcevare  King,  Baby  Leroy,  Popeye. 

14.  An  antepenult  is  a: 

Man  who  won't  eat  peanuts,  your  mother's  sister,  a  syllable,  a  fabu- 
lous monster. 

Ansnvers  on  Page  48 
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The  Naturalist  Proposes,  or  Aha,  Mr.  Wells 

I'd  have  loved  you  even  in  the  days 
When  ichthyosaurus  swarmed  the  bays. 
I'd  have  battled  a  labyrinthodon 
If  your  hand  and  heart  I  might  have  won. 

Your  eyes  are  green  like  the  plesiosaurus,  of  the 

young  Oolitic  era 
But  if  they  were  blue  like  the  kangaroo,  I  would  hold 

you  no  dearer. 
Tho'  your  brow  is  white  like  a  reptile's  belly,  of  the 

Paleozoic  time, 
For  "belly,"  even  Keats  or  Shelley  could  find  no 

proper  rhyme. 

I  adore  you  with  the  passion  of  the  prehistoric  gnu. 
Who  combed  his  feathers  with  his  feet  when  his  true 

love  he'd  woo. 
Your  lips  are  soft  and  tender  as  an  antique  yoke  of 

yaks 
And  in  your  personality,  I'm  sure  that  nothing  lacks. 

With  my  arm  around  your  thorax,  I  could  defy  the 

earth, 
I  could  even  punch  a  mammoth  on  the  nose  and  roar 

with  mirth. 
Oh  come  to  me,  my  darling,  to  my  zoo  in  Paraguay, 
Where    we    can    be    first-nighters    at  the    bivalve 

matinee. 

•       •       • 

ANSWERS  TO  INTELLIGENCE  TEST 

1.  Term  in  chess  8.     A  music  drama  by  Wagner 

2.  Smoke  a  Camel  9.     Vibrate 

3.  I'm  a  member  myself.  iq      Lifebuoy 

4     Sirius  11.     Vassar 

5.  Thetis 

13.     Delcevare  King 

6.  An  orator    (a  bore  is  a  close 

second)  12.     Teething  ring 

7.  "Where  danced  the  moon  on  -*      Svllable 
Monan's  rill. 
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''If  we  made  it,  it's  right" 

Dieges  £r  Clust 

Class  Rings  and  Pins 

Prize  Cups 
Trophies  Plaques 

73   TREMONT  STREET 
BOSTON,  MASS. 


CUT  RATE 
PERFUME  SHOP 


1419  HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 

TELEPHONE    GRAnite    0939 


TELEPHONE    GRAnite    3903 

MARVEL  SYSTEM 

25  CENT  BEAUTY  SHOP 

PERMANENT    WAVE    $2.50 
or  10  cents  a  Curl 

5    COTTAGE   AVENUE 
QUINCY,    MASS. 
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BERKELEY 

PREPARATORY 

SCHOOL 

(ESTABLISHED     1907) 

An     Accredited     School     specializing     in 

preparation    for    college    either    by 

CERTIFICATE   or   by   examination. 

DAY  SCHOOL 

second   term  opens   January   27,    1936 
Summer    session   opens    July   6,    1936 

EVENING    SESSION    (Co-educational) 

students  may  start  classes  at  any  time 

Send  for  Catalogue  NOW 
1089  Boylston  Street,  Boston 

TELEPHONE    COM.    9262 


$1.00  WEEKLY 

BUYS  A 
TYPEWRITER 


QUINCY  TYPEWRITER 
SERVICE 

12  MAPLE  STREET 
"The  Sign  Says  Typewriters" 


Remember  Another  if  it  Fades 

LEE  STORES,  Inc. 

Specializing  in 

COTTON  FROCKS    -    HOSIERY 
SPORTWEAR     -     UNDIES 

1505  HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 
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EVERY   FORM   OF   INSURANCE 

EDWARD   P.   COOK 

Report   Change    or    Removal 

1479   HANCOCK   STREET  QUINCY,   MASS. 

TELEPHONE  PREsident  2109 


THE    MOUSEHEADS 
of  J'36 
.R.F.  M.G.  D.W. 


ANDRE'S    BEAUTY    SHOP 


PATTERSON'S    FLORIST    SHOP 

1259  HANCOCK   STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 


THE  ALHAMBRA 

1371   HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 


H.   S.   COLE 

DEPOT   STREET 

QUINCY 


S.  S.  KRESGE  CO. 

1445   HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 


CENTRAL  RADIO  STORES 

1566  HANCOCK  STREET 

Opposite    Quincy    Theatre 
TELEPHONE  GRAnite  4176 


TELEPHONE   PREsident  6267 

QUINCY   FURNITURE   CO. 

COMPLETE     HOME     FURNISHERS 

1604-06    HANCOCK    STREET,    QUINCY,    MASS. 
PREsident    1496  William    Brids,    Pres 

PREMIER  FURNITURE  CO.,  Inc 

RUGS  -  CARPETS 
RANGES  -  BEDDING 


1800    HANCOCK    STREET 


QUINCY,    MASS. 


EDDIE'S  SERVICE 

QUINCY'S  100%  CLEAN  BARBER  SHOP 

SPIC   AND   SPAN    BARBER   SHOP 

"IT  PAYS  TO  LOOK  WELL" 

Edward  A.  Scolamiero,  Prop. 
233    COPELAND    STREET  WEST    QUINCY 

GRANITE    OIL    BURNER    SERVICE 

L.   W.   Christian,   Mgr. 
Service  on  All  Types  of  Burners 

55    BEALE    STREET  WOLLASTON 

TELEPHONE    GRAnite    1387 

"Just   Like   New"  —  When   We   Repair   'em 

SAM'S  —  The    SHOE    REBUILDER 

Work    Guaranteed  -  -  Prices    Reasonable 

Finest  Material  Used 

57    GRANITE   STREET  QUINCY,    MASS. 

TELEPHONE  GRAnite  2678-W 

KAY'S   BEAUTY   SHOP 
Beauty   Culture  in  All   Branches 

593    WASHINGTON    STREET,   QUINCY,    MASS. 
M.  J.   Ferrazi,   Mgr.  Courteous   Service 

THOMPSON   TIRE   COMPANY 

Distributors   of 

Hood  Tires  and   Exide  Batteries 

304    WASHINGTON    STREET,    QUINCY,    MASS. 
TELEPHONE    PREsident    1593 


A    FRIEND 

QUINCY,  MASS. 
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A  LITTLE  BETTER 

A.  little  better  skill  in  posing,  a  little 
better  likeness  and  Boston's  foremost 
imprint — and  you  have  a  much  better 
photograph,  much  more  satisfaction 
and  far  wider  approval  of  the  re- 
sults. Then  we  add  beautiful  covers 
and  scrupulous  care  in  details  of 
packing  and,  mark  it — we  deliver  on 
time.  No  detail  escapes  our  inter- 
ested care. 


J.  E. 


PURDY 


CO.,  Inc. 


Photographers  and  Limners 
160  Tremont  Street  Boston 


UNITED  CO-OPERATIVE 
SOCIETY  of  QUINCY 

Consumers'  Own  Food  Store 

FISH  -  MEAT  -  VEGETABLES 
GROCERIES 

32    COPELAND   STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 

TELEPHONE     PREsident     1887  -  1888 


1487    HANCOCK    ST. 


QUINCY 


QUINCY  HEADQUARTERS 
FOR  THE  SMART  AND  THE 
THRIFTY  UNDERGRAD 
OUTFITS  FOR  SPORT  AND 
SOCIAL  EVENTS 


C  SANSONE 
&>  SONS 

Choice  Fruits 

Vegetables 
and  Groceries 

Candy  and  Fruit  by  Telegraph 


9  DEPOT  AVENUE 

TELEPHONE  PREsident  6960 


MRS.  BAXTER 

Cleansing  and  Dying 

27A    BEALE    STREET 
QUINCY,    MASS. 


TELEPHONE    GRAnite    0563 

Luzonne  25c  Beauty  Shop 

PERMANENT   WAVE 
Spiral  —  10c  a   Curl 
Cronigal  —  20c    a    Curl 
All  Other  Work  25c 

Guaranteed  Work  by  Expert  Operators 

Best  Materials  Used 

1472    HANCOCK    STREET 
QUINCY,    MASS. 


Patronize  Golden  Rod  Advertisers 


Central 

- 

Engraving  Co. 

Founded    7870 

HALFTONES 

JOHN  HALL 

LINE  ETCHINGS 

•  FunenALHome* 

COLOR  PLATES 

CHAPEL   FACILITIES 

i 

Thoroughly  Experienced  in  High 

19  Cottage  Ave.  Quincy   Mass. 

TEL     PRESIDENl     2670 

School  and  College  Publications 
and  Yearbooks. 

Continued 

Dependable 

Service 

394  Atlantic  Avenue 
BOSTON 

Watches      Clocks      Silverware      Jewelry 

RES.   TEL.  COLumbia   4653 
BUSINESS   TEL.  GRAnite  2794-W 

JAMES  A.  FOYE 

Jeweler 

MILLERS  SHOE  STORE 

All   Kinds  of 
HIGH  GRADE 

GUARANTEED    WATCH    REPAIRING 

LADIES'   FOOTWEAR 

also 
LICENSED    TO    BUY    OLD    GOLD 

$2.50 

10    years    with     Lamb's     Jewelry    Store 
in     charge     of    Repair     Department 

Evening  Shoes  Dyed  Free 

1625   Hancock  Street             Quincy,   Mass. 

1605  HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,    MASS. 

TEL.    GRAnite    8168                   OPEN    EVENINGS 

TELEPHONE    GRAnite    2312-M 

HOWIE  &  CRAMOND 

QUINCY 
AUTO  EXCHANGE 

Prescription  Opticians 

Used  Cars 

1157    HANCOCK    STREET 

Bought,  Sold  and  Exchanged 

QUINCY,   MASS. 

Represented   by   L.   ROSS 

Opposite    MASONIC    TEMPLE 

1642    HANCOCK    STREET 

( -  - ,-_ , 

QUINCY,   MASS. 
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C.   F.   CARLSON 

Tourist  Agent 
8  DEPOT  STREET    -    QUINCY 


nez 


GIFTS  THAT  ARE  DIFFERENT  FROM  25c  UP 

Wedding  Gifts  -  Bridge  Prizes 

Costume    Jewelry  -  Smoking    Accessories 

Graduation  Gifts  -  Vanities  and  Bags 

INEZ   E.    WARDLAW 

1241    HANCOCK    STREET 
QUINCY,    MASS. 

FOOT  NOTES 

The  Smart  Young  Miss  Wants  Footwear 

That  is  Up  to  the  Minute 
Our    SPORT,    DRESS    and    EVENING 

SHOES   are   the   Talk   of   the   Town. 
We   give   you    High    Style    at    Low   Cost. 
All  Styles  are  copies  of  expensive  models 

MORSE  SHOE  STORES, 

CORP. 

QUINCY,  MASS. 
1417  HANCOCK   STREET 


Extends  sincere  thanks 
to  the  Graduates  for 
their  valued  patronage 

17    SCHOOL    STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 

TELEPHONE   GRAnite   0552-J 

COLONIAL 
ESSO  STATION 

A.    S.    HIMMELMAN,    Mgr. 

ATLAS    TIRES  -  TUBES 

BATTERIES  -  ACCESSORIES 

AEROTYPE   ESSO  -  ESSOLENE 

Esso  the  Sign  of  Happy  Motoring 

77  WASHINGTON  STREET 
QUINCY,   MASS. 

TELEPHONE    GRAnite    3988 
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SHIP'S  HAVEN 

RESTAURANT 

AND 

FOOD   SHOP 

Home  Cooked  luncheon  and  dinners 
served  daily  in  our  Restaurant. 

In  our  Food  Shop  you  will  find 
delicious  bread  and  cakes  for  your 
parties. 

Private  Dining  Room  available  for 
Special  Dinners. 

1237   Hancock  Street 
Quincy,  Mass. 

TELEPHONE    GRAnite    3698 


MOOREHEAD'S 
SHOE  STORE 

Young  Men 
Bostonian  and  Florsheim 

Young  Women 
Enna  Jettick  and  Foot  Delight 

1547   HANCOCK  STREET 


QUINTS 

GREENHOUSES 

The  Beauty  of  Our  Business 
Is  Flowers 

Dainty  Corsages  and  Bouquets 

1248    HANCOCK    STREET 
QUINCY  SQUARE 

TELEPHONE    PREsident    7620 


Telephone  Granite  9191 

OSCAR'S 

FILLING  STATION 
Tires  :   Tubes 

and 

Accessories 

Cor.  UPLAND  ROAD 
and  GRANITE  STREET 

QUINCY,  MASS. 


The  Master  Baker 

RISIO  BAKING  CO. 

South  Shore's 
Leading  Italian  Bakers 

44    ELM    STREET 
QUINCY,    MASS. 

TELEPHONE  GRAnite  3127-M 


hanlon  corset  shop 

Style  and  Surgical  Fittings 

I36iy2    HANCOCK    STREET 
QUINCY,   MASS. 

TELEPHONE    GRAnite    0893 
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QUINCY   SQUARE  HAT  HOSPITAL 

Geo.   A.   Valasis,    Prop. 
Capable  -  Reliable  -  Reasonable 

1287    HANCOCK    STREET           QUINCY,    MASS. 

HURLEY   DRUG   CO. 

F.    A.    HURLEY,    Reg.    Pharm. 

385    WASHINGTON    STREET 
QUINCY,    MASS. 

TELEPHONES    GRAnite    9352  -  0155 

SOUTH    QUINCY    SHOE    REPAIR 
and    SHINE   PARLOR 

Ralph    Morelli,    Prop. 

TELEPHONE    PREsident    1046-W 

CLIFFORD    D.    GRIMWOOD 
FUNERAL   SERVICE 

21    SCHOOL    STREET                    QUINCY,    MASS. 

41    FRANKLIN   STREET               QUINCY,    MASS. 

SOUTH    SHORE    BUICK    CO. 

TELEPHONE    GRAnite    2126 

WILFRED   BEAUTY  SHOP 

NESTLE     PERMANENTS 

Spiral   and    Croquignole 

$5  and  $7.50 

4    MAPLE    STREET                                         ROOM    4 
Johnson    Bldp.                                             Over    Fisher's 

T.  C.  JOHNSON,  Mkt. 

"BUICK'S  THE  BUY" 

HANCOCK     and     ADAMS     STREETS 

QUINCY   DRUG   CO. 
Prescription   Druggists 

Open    from    11    A.M.   to    12   P.M.   Midnight 

YANGTSE 

1659    HANCOCK    ST.,    Cor.    SCHOOL    ST. 
QUINCY,    MASS. 

AMERICAN     &     CHINESE     RESTAURANT 
Orders  Put  up  to  Take   Out 

1504    HANCOCK    STREET           QUINCY,    MASS. 

Tel.  President  5600 

DOROTHY  "ijT' 

TELEPHONE    GRAnite    0338-W 

PETTENGILL'S 
JEV/ELRY  and  GIFT  SHOP 

EST.    1876 

Watch,  Clock  and  Jewelry  Repairing 
1462    HANCOCK    STREET           QUINCY,    MASS. 

BEAUTY  SALON 

Edna  M.  Kroesser,  Prop. 

4  MAPLE  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 

Room  2 

TUXEDOS  FOR  HIRE 

Quality  Always 

READ  &  WHITE 

REAPAW.HI  Formal   Clothes    Rented   For   All   Occasions 

III   SUMMER  STREET    :     BOSTON,   MASS. 

Woolworth    Bldg.,       Providence,   R.  I. 
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WALTER  MAIN'S 

MEN'S  STORE 

Fall  Suits  -  -  -  22.50  to  35.00 
Fall  Hats     -     -     -     2.95  -  3-85  -  6.50 

Shirts 1.65-1.95 

Overcoats  -  -  -  22.50  to  35.00 
Sweaters  -  -  -  -  1.95  to  8.95 
Gloves  -----     1.50  to     5.00 


0<3^?S 


1361   HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 


WINER 
HARDWARE  STORE,  Inc. 

1350  HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 

TELEPHONE   PREsident  0992 


\ 


We  Appreciate  the  Patronage 

of  the 

June  '36  Class 


RIALTO  STUDIO 

1479  HANCOCK  STREET 
ARCADE    BUILDING 

X 


Tires  tori* 

AUTO   SUPPLY  &  SERVICE  STORES 


TWsfone 

BRAKE  LINING 


QUICKER/ 


Auto  Supply  att&  ^>?rtrir?  Stores 

78  WASHINGTON  STREET 

QUINCY,  MASS. 

Tel.  Pres.  0200 


•       •       • 


Wishing  you 

GOOD  HEALTH 

HOODS  MILK 

Quincy 


POMPEO 
MOTOR  CO.,  Inc. 

Marie  Geordani,  Treas. 
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Modern  and  Hawaiian 

•     GUITAR     • 

INSTRUCTION 

By  Guitarist  -with 
Ruby  Newman's  Orchestra 


GENE  MACK 


41  TYLER  STREET 
QUINCY,    MASS. 


*ar. 


ISA* 


amb 


JEWELER 

1592  HflnCOCK  ST.QUIIKY 


(Out  of  the  high  rent  district) 

Quality  Jewelry  at 
Low  Prices 


GRANITE  SHOE  STORE 

Headquarters  for       J>A 

"KAMPUS    KIX£* 

THE  POPULAR  PRICED 
GOODYEAR    WELT    SHOES 
FOR  THE  COLLEGE  MISM 

1453   HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 

For   Air    Conditioned    Refrigeration 
USE  ICE 

GRANITE  CITY 
ICE  CO.,  Inc. 

550  ADAMS   STREET 
QUINCY.  MASS. 

TELEPHONE  PREsident  2400 

We  Sell  Air  Conditioned  Refrigerators 
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OUR  APPRECIATION 

We  wish  to  thank  all  who  have  so  kindly  helped  us  in  the  publication 
of  the  Golden  Rod,  and  also  the  business  firms  who  have  advertised  in 
this  issue  and  we  hope  that  they  may  be  generously  patronized. 

THE  GOLDEN  ROD  STAFF 


■     ■- 
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THOMAS  F.  GOLDEN 


RICHARD  J.  GOLDEN 


HUGH  L.  GOLDEN 


PRINTERS 
DESIGNERS 
PUBLISHERS 


FRANKLIN 

PRINTING 
SERVICE 

GQ 

QUINCY 

MASS. 


ADVERTISIN 
AND    SA 
PRDMDTIDN 


A  printing  concern  that  has  the  organization,     ,     % 
ability  and  equipment  to  produce  high  grade     r 
printing  in  the  most  economical  manner. 

163    ROBERTSON    STREET 
Telephone  President  7171 


PRINTERS    OF   THE   GOLDEN-ROD 


The  Warren  Kay  Vantine 
Studio,  Inc. 


School  and  College 
Photography 


V 


l6o  Boylston  Street 


Boston;  Mass. 
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